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The congregation disappears one by one 
into another service underground or on top 
of the air where there is no trouble 

making a minyan like there is here 
in this temple above the Allegheny River 
and a block from where, less and les 

tankers rattle over the Petroleum Bridge, 
carrying their crude. Orthodox, 
not allowed to use the phone on this day 

of rest, have Frank, the gentile neighbor 
with the orange hunting jacket, call up 
any Jews still left because you need 

at least ten so that each prays 
for the entire and not only for the self. 
During the Torah portion no longer 

the sound of drills, the derricks pumping, 
but now the quiet grows with each responsive 
chanting, each loss making a little more room 

to be filled in by a mysterious God. 
The names on the scroll of the dead outnumber 
the names called to read from the Book 

or carry it on their shoulders around 
the tabernacle, singing in the Sabbath. 
So many injunctions to lift over their bodies. 

The children left with the economy 
and will not return. These are the last 
generation in a town with no Rabbi, 

who took a better job. And who can blame him, 
not wanting to be the one to bury them all, 
these final chosen to keep the word here, 

where they gather out of habit or a faint 
calling in the blood like those birds 
who return to the same place the same time 

to sing together in their sanctuary 
until it is filled, like this town 
after the refinery closes, with silence. 

The Synagogue in Oil City, Pennsylvania 

—Philip Terman 
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Dear TIKKUN Subscribers: + SUUUAIU 

Since you’ re probably puzzling over the arrival of this second copy of your July/August issue 

of TIKKUN, we wanted to let you know why you’ ve gotten it. The first copy you received had 
a serious printing error on the back cover. Unfortunately, although our printer agreed to make 
good on its mistake, subscribers’ copies had already been mailed. You may want to give that 
copy to a neighbor or friend; apologize for the error and call their attention to articles that 
they might find intriguing. As always, we are delighted to hear your comments on the 
editorials and articles in this issue. 

As TIKKUN heads toward its tenth anniversary celebration, we think you'll find our voices 
and perspectives on politics, culture, and society more valuable and rewarding than ever. 
Many Israeli peace activists have told us how glad they are that they can count on us to 
convey to American Jews the complexities the peace movement faces in the post-election 
period. Similarly, many social change activists continue to delight in TIKKUN’s sane 
alternative to the mainstream media’s latest absurdities and cynicism. 

Please accept this new, improved July/August issue of TIKKUN with best wishes for a restful, 
rejuvenating summer. And wherever your vacation plans lead you, be sure to take along 
TIKKUN and my new book, The Politics of Meaning: Restoring Hope and Possibility in an 
Age of Cynicism. 

Sincerely, 

Michael Lerner 
Editor and Publisher 
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Letters 
FREUD FLAP why fifty people—most of them re- 

spected Freud scholars, some of them 
psychoanalysts, one of them Freud’s 
own granddaughter—had petitioned 
the Library for the incorporation of crit- 
ical perspectives in the exhibit. 

Zalewski’s article gave the true pic- 
ture. He pointed out, for example, that 
Harold Blum, director of the Freud 
Archives and the originator of the 
show, is “a doctrinaire analyst” who 
launches partisan apologetics in behalf 
of what Blum persists in calling “the 
enduring discoveries of [Freud’s] rev- 
olutionary genius.” And he added: 

To the Editor: 
Michael S. Roth’s article about the 

postponed, now rescheduled Freud ex- 
hibit (“The Freud Flap,” March/April 
1996) contains a good deal of disinfor- 
mation, including a “quotation” from 
me that Roth has cynically doctored to 
reverse the meaning of my words. 
“Scrap the whole exhibit,’ Crews 
said.” What I actually told Daniel Za- 
lewski, whose article in the Novem- 
ber/December 1995 issue of Lingua 
Franca can be recommended as a foil 
to Roth’s Orwellian history, was this: 
“The only helpful thing that Freud 
scholars can do right now is to ask the 
Library of Congress to scrap everything 
and start from scratch.” Not cancella- 
tion, not censorship, but reconstitution 
on a broader basis than the exclusively 
partisan one originally announced. 

One couldn't guess from Roth’s article 

Further raising suspicions, the 
exhibit’s advisory committee was 
hand-picked from scholars hewing 
closely to the Freudian line... 
Some of the ‘exhibition consul- 
tants’ aren’t scholars at all but prac- 
ticing analysts. Most troubling, no 
prominent (or obscure) revision- 
ists of Freudian orthodoxy were in- 
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vited to contribute to the exhibit 
catalogue. 

Should the excluded scholars now 
be faulted for not having waited pa 
tiently, as Roth suggests, to see how 
such a show would turn out? And if it 
should eventually prove more balanced 
than they expected, won’t that be pre 
cisely because they dared to blow the 
whistle in time? Roth himself apparent 
ly thinks so; in October 1995 he sent us 
all a letter saying, “Your petition alert 
ed me to the dangers that the exhibit 
may unwittingly contain a partisan de 
fense of Freud, or that we might not 
have paid sufficient attention to the 
recent historical and philosophical cri 
tiques of psychoanalysis.” 

Roth’s vilification of me is particu 
larly unsavory in view of the construc 
tive help I provided him when, in his 
damage-control mode, he phoned me 
last summer for advice. Finding to my 
amazement that he was unacquainted 
with critical Freud scholarship, I pro: 
posed that he start by reading some 
key essays by philosopher Frank Ciof 
fi, of whom he had never heard. I gave 
him the relevant citations as well as 
Cioffi’s address. An essay subsequent 
ly submitted by Cioffi has been ac 
cepted for the catalogue—a fact that 
Roth has been citing as evidence of his 
receptivity to critical viewpoints from 
the outset 

I also politely told Roth that inde: 
pendent Freud scholars wouid proba- 
bly not be placated by an idea he tried 
out on me: incorporating a videotaped 
discussion among a few critics as an 
exhibit item in its own right. What the 
petitioners are asking, I explained, is 
not that they be placed on view, but 
that their findings about the historical 
Freud be taken seriously. Roth accept 
ed the reasonableness of the point, but 
replied that his freedom of action as 
curator was limited by “certain con 
straints” that he didn’t feel at liberty to 
spell out 

In recent months, Roth has been 
trying to give a more eclectic cast to 
the exhibit. I applaud the effort, and 
only regret that he now chooses to slan 
der those who have nudged him in this 
prudent direction. Unfortunately, he 
still serves at the behest of the sclerot 
ic Freud establishment, which will not 
countenance any serious cl allenge to 
the legendary gospel according to 
Ernest Jones and Peter Gay. Perhaps 
this continuing tension accounts for 
the combination of moral pomposity, 

National Training Session for 
the Politics of Meaning 

1996 « 

Marshall, ¢ 

Mareoni Conference Center 

A— rint Reyes 

We intend to create a team of trained leaders for the Foundation for 
Ethics and Meaning who will operate under the supervision of the 
executive director of the Foundation. The leaders will meet twice a 
year to receive additional training and supervision. National trainees 
will assist us in creating local training sessions and local chapters of 
the Foundation. 

Training will focus on the theory of the politics of meaning and 
its application in concrete situations. Mich 
Gabel will lead the training session in a bi 

el Lerner and Peter 
itiful setting in the 

Redwoods where trainees can get to know each other and some of 
the key leaders of the politics of meaning on a more personal level. 
The training session will last from Tuesday afternoon, August 27 to 
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leader or trainer. Send your application to Laurie Davidson, 
Foundation for Ethics and Meaning, 951 Cragmont, Berkeley, 
CA 94708. 
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You don’t have to be a student, or be 
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personal spite, and outright untruth 
manifested in Roth’s TIKKUN essay. 

Frederick Crews 
Berkeley, California 

Michael S. Roth responds: 
I was grateful for the generous sug- 

gestions made by Frederick Crews in 
regard to those who might contribute 
independent and critical perspectives 
on Freud for the Library of Congress 
exhibition. Afterwards, it seemed to 
me that his position changed from 
wanting to make constructive sugges- 
tions about critical participation to one 
of straightforward opposition to the 
planning process of the exhibit. More- 
over, I felt his unfounded accusations 
about the advisory committee (no more 
true when repeated in Lingua Franca 
or in a letter to The New York Times) 
deserved a response. 

Professor Crews has told me he 
thought I was a tool of the Freud es- 
tablishment (which he nicely calls 
“sclerotic”), and I have told him that 
whoever might make up this establish- 
ment, it was not controlling the exhi- 
bition. Ihave been pleased that we have 
had several critical and independent 
thinkers participating in the exhibi- 
tion’s planning and writing for the cat- 
alogue, and that we have added still 
others (some of whom originally signed 
the petition to which Crews refers). 

Crews thinks that “asking the Library 
of Congress to scrap everything and start 
from scratch” in regard to an exhibition 
that was still in the early planning stages 
was not a call for censorship. Though 
he assures me that I am wrong, it did 
seem like an attempt at censorship to 
me. I remain concerned that efforts to 
pressure institutions to halt the plan- 
ning of cultural productions, even if they 
are urged to “start from scratch,” will 
continue to have a chilling effect on cre- 
ative work in our country. 

ORTHODOX JUDAISM 

To the Editor: 
Mayer Schiller’s articulation of an 

Orthodox perspective on non-Ortho- 
dox Jews (“We Are Not Alone,” 
March/ April 1996) is the finest pie: 
on the subject I have yet seen. He has 
done a service to all of Jewry by shed- 
ding light where previously there has 
been much heat. 

This article serves a bilateral func- 
tion: to show how Mayer Schiller (and 
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most Orthodox Jews I know) look at 
the rest of Jewry, and to reveal how we 
look at ourselves. Popular misconcep- 
tions of the latter have had unfortunate 
consequences. Some (not all) non-Or- 
thodox Jews simply refuse to take our 
faith in a Halakha received at Sinai se- 
riously. Either we really don’t mean it, 
or we really do and are to be con- 
demned for it. Thus, our commitment 
to Shabbat, ¢zitzit, and thrice-daily 
prayer is “religious,” whereas our seek- 
ing out the same Halakhic system for 
instruction in conversions, personal 
status, interdenominational coopera- 
tion, etc., is supposedly a cynical or po- 
litical manipulation 

Schiller’s distinction between objec- 
tive and subjective standards of divine 
judgment is lucid. It is evident in the 
laws regarding “love of the Jewish peo- 
ple” (especially Tanya, chap. 32) that 
the tight conditions surrounding the 
commandment of rebuke, in addition 
to the virtual consensus of Halakhic 
authorities that the disregard for ha- 
lakhic observance by the masses of Jew- 
ry today must be judged leniently. 

I believe that Schiller’s position is 
the best our tradition can produce. To 
one who still finds it insulting: Sorry, 
we cannot discard our faith to please 
everyone. To those who appreciate it: 
I can only say shalom aleichem. 

Steven Silberman 
Princeton, New Jersey 

FORGIVENESS 

To the Editor: 
Berel Lang’s piece on forgiveness 

(“The Holocaust and Two Views of 
Forgiveness,” March/April 1996) was 
superbly thought-provoking. His dis- 
cussion of forgiving someone who 
admits no wrong seems to equate for- 
giving an action with condoning it. 
They're not the same, though black- 
and-white thinking suggests otherwise. 
If a beloved ten-year-old nephew of 
mine steals a dollar from me, I haven’t 
let him off the hook entirely if I convey 
to him, “Listen here, you’ve done 
something wrong, and I hope you can 
see that and apologize for it; but I hon- 
or you in any case, and I forgive you in 
any case.” 

It’s far easier to forgive him if he’s 
sincerely remorseful. But ease of for- 
giveness is a somewhat different issue 
from the desirability of forgiveness. It’s 
also easier if the perpetrator is young, 

the offense light, and the affection 
strong. If my twenty-year-old nephew 
steals $1,000 from me, or threatens me 
with a knife, an act of forgiveness be- 
comes more difficult. All the more so 
if it’s a stranger, not my dear nephew. 
But in any case, it would not condone 
the action, whether in these relatively 
trivial examples or in extreme cases of 
murder and genocide. 

Mystical religious tradition lends its 
own noteworthy contribution to this 
discussion. A disciple of the eigh- 
teenth-century Hasidic rabbi Shmelke 
of Nikolsburg asked him, “If I see a 
man who is wicked before God, how 
can I love him?” “Don’t you know,” 
said Rabbi Shmelke, “that the original 
soul came out of the essence of God, 
and that every human soul is a part of 
God? And will you have no mercy on 
him, when you see that one of his holy 
sparks has been lost in a maze, and is 
almost stifled?” 

How often do we truly see the other 
as made in God's image? And are we 
not more likely to forgive when we do? 

Tony Stern 
Hastings-on-Hudson, New York 

BAD MEDICINE 

To the Editor: 
Larry V. Amsel is correct; the cor- 

porate takeover of the trillion-dollar 
health-care market is a disaster. Cost 
control and profit deal with profes- 
sional physicians as the equivalent of 
hired labor. Time limits on patient vis- 
its, bureaucratic oversight of proce- 
dures, and scrutiny of physicians’ 
adherence to budget guidelines over- 
tule professional judgment, and the 
“best interest of the patient” takes sec- 
ond place to profit and loss. 

His remedies, however, reflect an in- 
complete grasp of the period, now end- 
ing, when medicine was in command. 
He recognizes that physicians forfeited 
much public trust in the period before 
the Clinton reform plan bit the dust— 
overtreatment, cost escalation, inequal- 
ity in the physician-patient dyad, insen- 
sitivity to the patient as a person. 
Restoring the principles of free choice 
and professional autonomy for physi- 
cians would not free us from the prob- 
lems that undermined the public’s 
respect for the medical profession and 
created public readiness to buy the line 
that the corporate sector marketed in 

(Continued on p. 78) 



EDITORIAL 

Clinton’s Moral Backbone Problem and 
the Fate of the Democrats 

Michael Lerner 

f Bill Clinton wanted to ensure his re-election, he 
would have to tell the truth about the failures of his 
first four years. He would have to say, unequivocally 

and candidly, that he had failed to achieve many of his 
goals, and that the reason he had failed was that he had 
been too opportunistic, too concerned about popular- 
ity. He would have to demonstrate that he knew that he 
had failed to stay adequately committed to his own val- 
ues in his first term, giving us a plausible reason to be- 
lieve that he could and would change in his second term. 
Don’t hold your breath. 

Clinton is far more likely to run his campaign based 

on manipulation of images and vacuous sound bites and 
to assume that anyone who has been conscious and 
aware of politics in the past four years (and hence who 
will “see through” the hype) will nevertheless side with 
him because of “lesser evilism.” 

This strategy may work, but it’s not a sure bet. If Bob 
Dole manages to distance himself from the more 
extreme elements of his own party, the political differ- 
ences between the two candidates will seem rather nar- 
row to many. Clinton has already begun to position 
himself so much further to the Right than any previous 
Democratic Party leader that it would be hard to dis- 
tinguish many of this recent pronouncements from, say, 
the liberal wing of the Bush administration in 1989. 
Luckily for Clinton, Dole is unlikely to emt brace a right- 
wing politics of meaning, because he doesn’t under- 
stand that his best chance of winning rests in his ability 
to speak to the heart and soul of Americans and to offer 
a vision that addresses their deepest hopes. 

If Clinton’s and Dole’s political differences remain 
obscured, the public might be forced to choose solely 
on the basis of personality, and in this arena Clinton 
seems to have a clear lead, since he embodies far more 
life energy, hopefulness, and intelligence than Dole. 
Clinton still resonates the hope for meaning that shaped 
the baby boomers and that remains the secret and often 
unconscious aspiration of most everyone else. On the 
terrain of personality, Clinton wins 

Personal magnetism may win for Clinton, yet it is a 
thin reed on which to hang his future. Politics is unpre- 
dictable, and there may be some who remember the 
way they were seduced and abandoned in 1992. 

Four years ago, Bill Clinton enthusiastically borrowed 
from this magazine our politics of meaning to steer his 
election campaign. When, after listening to one of his 
campaign speeches, I mentioned to him that he seemed 
to be repeating themes in our editorials almost verba- 
tim, Clinton responded, “I read your magazine very 
carefully.” 

Translating the politics of meaning into campaign 
language, Clinton promised to move the society away 
from the selfishness of the Reagan/Bush years. He held 
out the prospect of the emergence of a caring commu- 
nity that would privilege “we” over “I,” a new commit- 
ment to each other over the narcissistic self-indulgence 
that had characterized America in the 1980s. 

Many Americans were skeptical. The dominant cul- 
tural assumptions reinforce selfishness and teach us that 
“looking out for Number One” is the common sense of 
everyday life. So, most of us are torn between our aspi- 
rations to live in a more caring world and our resigna- 
tion to the status quo, which tells us that our highest 
aspirations are totally unrealistic. 

Clinton dared us to hope again. And in the days after 
his election in 1992, when he seemed to reiterate those 
themes and suggest that we could really change society, 
his popularity surged as people allowed themselves to 
fantasize that perhaps it would be safe to side with their 
most idealistic goals. 

This was the climate within which a majority of 
Americans began to tell pollsters they were willing to 
pay higher taxes or higher health-care premiums. 
When people believe that they are part of a “we” that 
is committed to taking care of each other, many are 
willing to make personal sacrifices. In fact, people are 
grateful for the opportunity to serve a purpose higher 
than their narrow, material self-interest. They look 
back on the Depression, World War II, and the 1960s 
with nostalgia precisely because at those times 
Americans were part of a community that gave their 
lives meaning and purpose 

No wonder, then, that Clinton’s popularity plum- 
meted so dramatically in the late spring of 1993, when 
he began to abandon his campaign promises and did so 
out of self-interest. Gays in the military, intervention in 

(Continued on p. 13) 
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SPECIAL Focus I: THE ISRAELI ELECTIONS 

Netanyahu: The Civil War Continues 

Michael Lerner 

srael has voted, violence has triumphed, and Jewish 
renewal has suffered a reversal. The fault rests 
equally with Left and Right. 

The assassination of Yitzhak Rabin by a religiously 
inspired Jewish right-winger, coupled with the terror- 
ism of Hamas against Israeli civilians, set the stage for a 
right-wing victory, because these acts generated fears 
that the Left never adequately addressed. Terror would 
not have done it alone, because Israelis trusted that 
Rabin would be “strong” in response to the violence 
Ironically, Shimon Peres could have inherited Rabin’s 
mantle of strength, had he dealt unequivocally with 
Jewish right-wing extremists immediately after the 
assassination. 

The momentary revulsion toward the Right created a 
climate in which Peres could have moved to expel the 
Jewish extremists from Hebron, closed Kiryat Arba and 
a few of the other most extreme settlements (perhaps 
resettling them in a Negev development town where 
their “pioneering spirit” could have been more useful 
for Israel), and accelerated the process of Israeli with- 
drawal from the West Bank and the creation of an inde- 
pendent but demilitarized Palestinian state. While the 
right-wing outcry would have almost certainly led to 
some violence, a resolute Peres could have counted on 
most of the Israeli army to obey orders. And whatever 
public resistance his moves encountered would have 
been more than offset by the Israeli people’s feeling of 
safety and security at finding themselves in the hands of 
a leader who had the confidence in his own vision to be 
willing to act decisively. 

Had Peres and his cabinet coupled these decisive 
moves with a steady stream of words that unequivocal- 
ly committed the State of Israel to a Jewish, Torah- 
based vision in which every person is recognized as 
being created in the image of God and equally deserv- 
ing of respect, and had they then consistently applied 
that principle to the Palestinian people, they would 
have found many former “right-wingers” rallying to this 
new version of Zionism. Faced with a fait accompli as 
Peres completed withdrawal from the West Bank and 
dismantled some of the most egregious settlements 
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(perhaps along the lines suggested by the Israeli reli- 

gious peace movement and printed in TIKKUN’s 
November/December 1995 issue—a plan that would 
have kept close to 80 percent of the Israeli settlements 
intact within a redrawn border), the electorate in May 
might have found itself far more willing to feel secure in 
the hands of Labor and the Left. 

Instead, Peres used the months immediately follow- 
ing the assassination to turn public attention to Syria 
and a potential withdrawal from the Golan—the one 
facet of the peace process about which even some of us 
at TIKKUN have grave doubts from the standpoint of 
Israeli security. Moreover, Peres either ordered (or, 
more likely, got trapped by Shin Bet operatives in) the 
murder of Yahya Ayyash in Gaza, thus providing 
Hamas with the excuse that it needed among the 
Palestinian population to resume terrorist attacks that 
had at that point been suspended for over a year. 

Yet the insecurity that people feel in Israel is not 
merely a product of the cycle of violence. Peres’s vision 
of the post-peace future was centered upon an Israel 
that was technologically advanced, poised to become the 
Japan of the Middle East. It sounded fine to the upper 
middle class and to the many high-tech investors who 
made the Israeli economy flourish in the past few years. 

But what of the lower-income Sephardim or 
Mizrachim, and the many Russian immigrants, who 
were beginning to notice that a rising tide did not raise 
all boats equally? For them, the allures of the free mar- 
ket seemed less likely to provide a meaning or purpose 
to their lives. No wonder, then, that in trying to explain 
to themselves why it is worth it to live in a society that 
has delivered them economic insecurity as well as the 
dangers of terrorism, they have turned to traditional 
religious and nationalistic communities of meaning. It is 
precisely the story-line from the religious or nationalist 
world—seeing the return to the land of Israel as the ful- 
fillment of prophetic promises and as offsetting the suf- 
fering of 2,000 years of powerlessness and exile—that 
provides some framework of meaning that can help 
people accommodate to the continuing hardships that 
they must face as Israelis. 



ive summers ago, TIKKUN Magazine held a con- 
ference in Jerusalem and appealed to the Israeli 
peace movement to broaden its scope in two cru- 

cial directions: Change the peace movement into a peace 
and justice movement that explicitly addresses the ways 
that Sephardic or Mizrachi Jews are oppressed in Israeli 
society, and adopt a politics-of-meaning approach that 
roots peace in the religious discourse and national ex- 
perience of the Jewish people. Journalist Tom Segev mir- 
rored the response of many Ashkenazic Peace Now 
activists when he expressed scorn at these “lessons from 
California.” The peace movement was confident that it 

could accomplish its goals without reaching the minds 
and hearts of Israelis All we have to do is elect a pro- 
peace government,” we were told, “and then Israelis will 
follow that government wherever it leads them, includ- 
ing to peace with the Palestinians. We don’t have to 
worry about economic justice, and we certainly don’t 
have to worry about spiritual yearnings of the Israeli 
populace, because what really counts is agreements on 
the ground: When those take place, consciousness will 
change accordingly.” 

For a while, the bureaucrats and their technocratic 
strategy seemed to make sense. The Oslo Accords 
moved forward, and Israelis seemed to accept them. 
Yet, within two years Rabin faced open rebellion and 
the outbreak of what we've described in these pages as 
a civil war, whose most decisive battle so far culminat- 
ed in the Rabin assassination 

Even then, the technocrats imagined that their plans 
could be finessed without address ng the deeper mean- 
ing issues that troubled so many Israelis. It was this 
technocratic consciousness that led Peres to avoid any 
serious attempts to change the popular consciousness 
about Palestinians and their rights, imagining that he 
could sneak into a re-election and then quietly impose 
his own vision. No wonder, then, that Israelis could not 
ultimately trust the Left. 

American Jews should now stand firm in demanding 
a new Zionism based on the sanctity of every human 
being. We should understand that the struggle for 
human rights is indivisible, that you can’t fight for them 
just for yourself and not equally for others. The denial 
of rights to Palestinians goes hand in glove with the 
denial of rights to Jews from the Reform, 
Reconstructionist, Jewish Renewal, and Conservative 
streams of Judaism. The same demeaning of others that 
allows right-wing parties to go along with demands of 
the Lubavitch Chabad movement and other intolerant 
sectors of the ultra-Orthodox world to deny equal 
rights to non-Orthodox versions of Judaism also pro- 
duces a consciousness that can insist on rights for Jews 
while denying the same rights to Palestinians. 

We at TIKKUN call upon all branches of Judaism in 
America to stand up against the denial of rights to 
Reform, Reconstructionist, Jewish Renewal, and 
Conservative Jews in Israel, and to simultaneously and 
unequivocally oppose the denial of the rights to nation- 
al self-determination of the Palestinian people. 

Indeed, an American-Jewish community that had the 
moral vision to be willing to challenge Israel not only as 
a matter of self-interest (the case of challenging the 
denial of rights to strands of Judaism that originated in 
the United States) but also as a matter of a principled 
commitment to the rights of others (the case of 
Palestinian national self-determination on the West 
Bank) could make remarkable strides in relegitimating 
itself with the millions of Jews who have walked away 
from the organized Jewish community precisely 
because they suspected there was no such moral vision. 

Unfortunately, the same “moral backbone issue” that 
has led to the defeat of Peres and to the electoral vul- 
nerability of Bill Clinton remains a central problem for 
many Jews in the organized Jewish community. In that 
case, we are likely to see a further alienation of many 
American Jews from the institutions that claim to speak 
on their behalf. 

With great sadness and heaviness of heart, we note 
that the Israeli population decisively missed an oppor- 
tunity for peace and for embracing the best values of 
Judaism. We who believe that Judaism contains a vision 
of healing and transformation must once again endure a 
period in which the most visible representatives of the 
Jewish people will be those who pervert Jewish values 
to defend chauvinism, intolerance, territorial expan- 
sion, and lies. This Tisha B’Av, the traditional day of 
mourning for the destruction of the Temple and the 
defeat of Jewish national aspirations, we will be mourn- 
ing as well for the hopes of peace and reconciliation that 
will be buried in the sands of hatred. All the sadder 
when we know that this defeat was not inevitable, and 
that it was the inability of the peace forces to broaden 
their vision in ways described above that helped con- 
tribute to their own isolation. In such moments when 
fear triumphs over hope, those of us who wish to 
change the dynamics must reassert our deepest com- 
mitment to a vision of love and mutual caring, rejecting 
the “realism” of the moment for our deeper knowledge 
that the God of the universe continues to be a source 
for healing and transformation even at the moments of 
deepest despair. 0 
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In My End is My Beginning 
Scenes from the Israeli Election Week 

Wendy Orange 

s the plane lifts off, taking us from New York to- 
ward Tel Aviv four days before the Israeli elec- 
tion, a telegenic young woman in silk scarves is 

performing a modern jazz dance on the TV screen. 
Jagged and then lithe, her body moves like a flag in the 
breeze, enhanced by the latest in computerized pyro 
technics. Her backdrop is, of all places, Masada. 
Watching her, I realize: This is the new Middle East. 
Not just the peace process, but Israel’s entrée into the 
global, financial, and telecommunications world, a di- 
rect result of the Oslo Accords. And it’s this that most 
directly affects upper-middle-class Israelis: Masada no 
longer an icon for “Never Again,” but a stage set for 
hip dancing to a computerized soundtrack. 

The Israeli sitting next to me runs a software company 
He's flying home to vote—like almost everyone else on 
this plane. During the whole nine-hour flight, he hums 
happily while fingering small computers and digital calcu- 
lators. “Israelis have more fun,” I say. He nods, because 
for him, it’s true. He’s going to vote not only for “Oslo” 
but also for these techno-dollars, the booming economy, 
the undulating image on the screen, Masada in cyberspace 

Wendy Orange is finishing her manuscript of her experience 
among Palestinians and Israelis during the Rabin-Peres years 
in Israel. 
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In the minivan from the airport, I’m with a family of 
Haredim, ultra-Orthodox Jews who've come here for 
the unveiling of their mother’s gravestone. The daugh- 
ter Rachel, like me in her early fifties, is wearing a wig 
and long skirt. We create a camaraderie despite my de- 
cidedly secular garb, the obvious clash in our styles of 
Judaism. We discover we both almost made aliya; she 
much preferred Israel to New York, but like me, had to 
move back. We talk of “the path not taken,” the way 
our lives would have had such a different shape had we 
stayed in Israel. None of us can vote, but for these 
ultra-religious, Likud’s Bibi Netanyahu is their hope. 

At my friend Daphie’s house, I arrive just in time for 
the televised debate between the candidates for prime 
minister, the incumbent, Labor’s Shimon Peres, and 
Netanyahu. Peres is stiff and expressionless through- 
out, while the camera loves Bibi, with his American 
winks and hand gestures. The contrast is so painful, I 
can hardly watch, but from this minute I sense defeat. 

The next day at Beit Agron press headquarters, the 
assorted English-speaking press is listening as, one after 
another, representatives of the Knesset parties give their 
pitches. There’s a surreal quality to this democratic rit- 
ual, as a cavalcade of often-marginal viewpoints is even- 
handedly put forth. We hear the Hadash Arab Member 
of Knesset, Hashem Mahmeed, whose constituents may 
vote against Bibi, not for Peres; after Israel’s disastrous 
military operation in Lebanon right before the elec- 
tions, he’s clearly in a bind. Following him, an Islamic 
Arab from Nazareth wants Israel to cease being a Jew- 
ish state—he speaks calmly, as the mostly Jewish jour- 
nalists take notes, equally calm. Then there’s Yitzhak 
Meir from the National Religious Party, who sounds al- 
most profound until he goes off on a long tangent no 
one can follow. A reporter from Belgium whispers, “Is 
there anyone sane in this country?” 

Seeking the flavor of the campaign’s final days, I 
drive with friends to the middle-class hilltop neighbor- 
hood of Beit Hakarem, where they distribute literature 
for Meretz, the human-rights party, while I look for 
those all important “undecided voters.” Those I’ve spo- 
ken to in the last two days have decided for Netanyahu 



(though all have said they’d have voted for Rabin, had 
he lived). 

One woman has just this hour made up her mind for 
Netanyahu, while her father, who grew up in the 1920s 
and 1930s in Jerusalem’s Old City with “Arab neigh- 
bors,” has chosen Peres. “He knows the Arabs, we 
don’t,” she says. 

“Why Bibi?” I ask. 
“Because then the peace will go slower and we'll have 

more time to find real love between us. My Dad knows 
how to love Arabs, but we need more time to meet 
them; we need this process to slow down so we can 
educate our kids and their kids.” 

Just as I’m about to argue with her that speed (Peres’s 
old line, “You can’t leap over a chasm in two steps”) 
would force those connections on the ground rather 
than the other way around, she wards me off. “I’ve just 
made up my mind. Please, I don’t want to think it over 
again,” as her father smiles ruefully. 

Next I go to the Holiday Inn, the skyscraper of mod- 
ern Jerusalem, where more candidates for the many 
small Knesset parties are due to speak after a debate be- 
tween Likud Mayor Ehud Olmert and Labor Minister 
of Health Ephraim Sneh. Olmert’s detractors snidely 
refer to him as “the snake.” At close range, he seems 
nonchalant, yet full of confidence. He has a nimble 
mind and a clever tongue; with an intonation, he can 
shift the whole sense of a situation. 

Olmert’s description of Orient House in East 
Jerusalem—a PLO meeting place since 1992—conjures 
up an Arab takeover of the whole city. Although this 
shabbily elegant house has been owned by Faisal Hus- 
seini’s family for generations, Olmert makes the meet- 
ings that have long taken place there suddenly seem 
lethal to Jerusalem’s Jewish future. Labor Minister 
Sneh, like Peres in the debate, offers a limp, defensive 
response, as if Orient House és built of dynamite, sim- 

se Palestinians do happen to live in Jerusalem, 
as they have for centuries. 
ply beca’ 

At the break, I go upstairs to the lounge for a drink. 
At the next table sits a group of intense Sephardic men 
who look like gamblers or Mafiosi. The ten of them— 
unkempt, exhausted, animated—smoke like mad, guz- 
zling coffee, hunched over sheets of paper, tallying 
numbers. These guys are what the Ashkenazi (Euro- 
pean) Israelis refer to as “frechke a racial slur I had 
to struggle long and hard to understand 

Loosely translated, frechkem means primitive, unedu- 
cated, Arab Jews. From their point of view, the Ashke- 
nazim are infuriating, especially their condescending 
superiority. When “we” were going to university, “they” 
were making gobs of money driving tourists around af- 
ter the Six Day War, saving up to buy their taxi 

medallions, then gambling it away, beginning again. 
These Israelis are not only the cab drivers, restaurant 

workers, the grocers, and go-fers; they carry the energy 
of Israel without benefiting from the peace process. Be- 
tween the Sephardim and the Ashkenazim there is still a 
cultural schism of huge proportions. They do not create 
software of young women dancing at Masada. Many I 
know make their living taking tourists to the old Masada. 

One of the men from the next table, whose face hints 
at a certain softness, walks past me. As he approaches, 
I say, politely, “It’s none of my business, but what are 
you guys doing?” 

Immediately, he barks: “Exactly. It’s none of your 
business.” 

His buddies glare and close ranks. Later I'll see them 
leave en masse in a huge white van with Mayor Olmert— 
all smiles and back-slapping, an omen of things to come. 

Back downstairs in the airless basement, a poised 
woman outlines the platform of the Third Way Party, 
focusing on the Golan Heights; she’s ready to work 
with Labor or Likud. Following her is a long-winded 
aide to Natan Sharanksy, head of the newly formed Yis- 
rael Ba’aliya—the Russian Immigrant Party. Oddly, he 
himself is not Russian, and talks way past his allotted 
ten minutes, meandering from his political point: 
Seventy-five percent of Russian immigrants have Ph.D.s 
and M.D.s. And, though most are employed, many are 
still consigned to menial work. Many of the Russian im- 
migrants were heads of hospitals or University depart- 
ments in the Ukraine or Moscow. Now, after years in 
Israel, they’re stuck collecting urine samples or doing 
janitorial work in hospitals so like the ones they once 
administered. They’re given no respect, remaining out- 
side the fabric of intellectual life here, even though in 
what was the Soviet Union they were the elite 

Naomi Chazan of Meretz takes her turn. 
ys a powerful speaker, she’s more passionate 

tonight than I’ve ever heard her. A Sabra, for years 
a professor at Hebrew University, now a member of the 
peace faction in the Knesset, she’s known for being ar- 
ticulate and brilliant. Her first words wake up the room: 
“T’m very sorry the candidates for Prime Minister have 
blurred the boundaries, because the differences between 
Labor and Likud, between Peres and Netanyahu are 
vast,” she begins. She goes on to delineate all that 
Meretz stands for: peace with the Palestinians (Arab Is- 
raelis and those in the territories), equality for women 
(Jewish and Arab); social justice for the Sephardim. 
Naomi Chazan is so persuasive and succinct, so right, 
that in that moment I want 4er to be prime minister. 

All of a sudden, I’m furious at Labor's ineffectual 
campaign, the Arab-bashing they collude in, their fail- 
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ure to educate voters. When the panel breaks up, I seek 
out Naomi Chazan, to tell her how much her words 
helped wake me up and give me perspective. Six or sev- 
en people have already approached her; I wait my turn 
When we're alone, I say: “Thanks, you really moved 
me, I only wish Peres could generate your energy and 
truth these days.” 

Naomi Chazan does not look at me. She turns away, 
then mutters as she smokes her cigarette without so 
much as a glance my way: “Peres has my vote. He has 
to talk the way he does to the 7 percent undecided.” It’s 
the first unintelligent thing I’ve heard her say, since the 
undecided can’t decide if the Prime Minister doesn’t 
speak out. 

The social dynamics of this moment are piercing. I 
feel like a nobody, an invisible fool. Naomi Chazan has 
seen me for years; minutes ago, I revered her, but now 
she is being totally dismissive, refusing to look me in the 
eye. Hers is not Sephardic rudeness, loud and direct, 
but Ashkenazic rudeness, where the subtext, as I take it 
(how could anyone not?), is: “You are of no importance, 
you don’t get what’s going on.” What I experience to be 
a stupid moment of mine, of hers, will in fact be a pro 
foundly elucidating image, once the election is lost. 

Driving away, I’m not only personally hurt, but fix- 
ated on the rampant racism revealed by the campaign. 
Netanyahu’s new slogan, “Bibi is good for the Jews,” 
goes unchallenged by Labor, although the party’s 
future depends on a working coalition with Israeli 
Arabs, not to mention partnership with Arafat and the 
Palestinians in the territories. Yet, Labor has pandered 
to Jews’ fears of Arabs as much as Likud. 

I'm thinking how all this would look from the heli- 
copters that have been loudly churning overhead all 
week. From that perspective, I see that these elections 
have been held with guns pointed at the Arabs all 
around us (the territories clamped tight; Lebanon’s 
Qana, that totally revolting, senseless blood bath). 
Something is so wrong with this picture. Why was Peres 
so withholding on his one TV debate, when in person 
he’s a genius at opening minds? From the helicopter 
view, I see the confident energy from the Right con- 
trasted with lassitude (born from lies), from the Left. 

On Sahaladin Street, I go to meet Palestinian friends 
for dinner. Psychologist James Hillman once wrote: 
“The true revolutionary is he or she who stays true to 
depression”—a phrase I only really comprehended af- 
ter I started visiting the West Bank and Gaza. The 
Palestinians’ long suffering is soulful; their sadness has 
spine. In their presence, I always feel able to accept the 
bad fortune that comes to each of us. It’s an attitude 
hard to find or hold in the West, but one that Palestin- 
ian stoicism manages to sustain. 
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Most Palestinians I’ve met sweeten loneliness. They 
emanate the kind of sad that knows that you're sad too, 
whoever you are. Their need for recognition—psycho- 
logical as well as political—is carried off without a whiff 
of narcissism, but as an invitation to enter all those hid- 
den layers of yourself. You feel a kindness enveloping 
you, as I do tonight in this small restaurant in East 
Jerusalem. And I notice, for the thousandth time, how 
Israelis are great at generating joy, ushering anyone into 
the manic side of life, while Palestinians are generally 
more sensitive to the slow, long, immediate moment, 
nourishing interiority. 

lection Day arrives. Peres is still slightly ahead in 
the polls. There’s a holiday feeling, people go to 
swimming pools, sit and chat in cafés, after vot- 

ing. As the polls close, I decide not to join the crowds at 
either Likud or Labor headquarters in Tel Aviv, but to 
watch the election with friends in an apartment in the 
German Colony. Eitan has three televisions going: Is- 
rael’s Channel 1 (Haim Yavon), Israel's Channel 2 (Gadi 
Sukenik) and also CNN, which translates the others, 
with Christiane Amanpour of Bosnia fame, hosting. 

At precisely 10 p.m., there’s a countdown; the 
crowds shout from 10 down to 0 and then the results 
are given. Though based upon only a small number of 
voters, the exit polls declare Peres the winner on both 
Israeli stations. Within minutes, they're interviewing 
Yossi Beilin and other Labor Party leaders about the 
make-up of the new Cabinet and Knesset. Despite the 
large votes for the smaller Knesset parties, it all looks 
good for the peace process. Only Christiane Amanpour 
keeps stressing it’s not over, far from it. Yet the Israeli 
channels take the polling results, however close, as de- 
finitive. Everyone in this room is relieved, but there’s a 
kind of numbness at the emotional center. Maybe be- 
cause we’re surprised at how close the race is, maybe 
because in some nether part of ourselves we know this 
isn’t a sure win, despite the Israeli commentators’ pro- 
nouncements. At midnight, we go our separate ways 
Tomorrow there’s work and school for the kids. 

With morning comes the shocking news of the turn 
around. While Israel slept, Netanyahu took the lead. By 
the slimmest of margins, Israel rejected Peres’s vision of 
peace for Bibi’s tough talk and appeals to fear. 

Simultaneously and spontaneously, all of us who be- 
lieve passionately in the peace process are in denial, using 
nearly identical phrases and words inside the shock. 

Maybe it won’t be so bad. Remember Begin and the 
Sinai .... Maybe the Right can finish the peace we start- 
ed .... Bibi loves power, he won’t do what he said in his 
campaign. He won’t start a new intifada, won’t really 
build new settlements ... He can’t respond violently to 



every Palestinian flare-up ... Maybe he will withdraw 
from Hebron ... He’ll dump Ariel Sharon x-minis- 
ter of defense Moshe Arens isn’t so bad ... David Levy 
as foreign minister? He'll just get haircuts in Paris .... 
Netanyahu would rather hang out with Bill Clinton and 
assorted sheiks than the Haredim 

‘e who are so smart are not so smart this morn- 
ing, this afternoon, this night. In the first stage 
of grief, of losing, everyone I know is strangely 

numb, even exhilarated. Often, after shocking bad news, 
there’s an initial rush of energy, as if it isn’t so. We've just 
lost what feels like a lifetime of work, yet the mind can’t 
wrap around all that at first. We're rationalizing, spinning 
scenarios that seem plausible even as we ask ourselves, 
“Are we in denial? Are we rationalizing?” In a few days 
no one will remember a word of what they’re saying now. 
“Humankind cannot bear very much reality,” I notice, as 
I visit house after house. 

My friends Jon and Anna are sitting on their terrace, 
listening to blaring TVs from the apartments in the next 
house, where Russian immigrants live. Jon muses: “I gave 
our Russian neighbors some potted plants on the condi- 
tion they water them everyday. They didn’t today. Is it 
possible they feel so empowered in one day? Because 
they won seven Knesset seats? Would they stop watering 
our Anglo plants?” We laugh. “Yes, I do think so.” 

A politically active Meretz friend, Rachel, counted 
votes at the polls all election night. She says: “It was 
very sweet among the different sub-cultures counting 
ballots. It was interesting to meet the Other Israelis. 
They weren’t hostile and crazy like the settlers. It was a 
good vibe. Maybe the Right and Likud need to play out 
their insane scenario for a couple of years. Then they’ll 
come around.” Three days later she only dimly remem- 
bers these thoughts. Worried sick about her teen-aged 
son in the army, she imagines the West Bank going up 
in flames, Palestinians losing hope, a war in Hebron. 

But what Rachel has said about the mix of sub-cultures 
at the polling booth stzikes me as important, as I walk for 
the last hour around Jerusalem, where I witness a com- 
plete upheaval of consciousnness. Imagine walking around 
Manhattan and seeing the disenfranchised—the working 
class, the homeless, Blacks, Puerto Ricans—singing, while 
the elite, we who rose up through the university, family 
connections, or smarts are in shock, morose. 

In the first stage of grief, something about this 
strange turnaround seems ... fair. Because we were so 
busy being fair to the Palestinians (out of morality and 
self interest), we ignored the Israelis below us, those 
without our more leisurely jobs, our education, our 
comfortable houses, our freedom to empathize and 
think it all through. We’ve been arrogant, and now 

we've lost, and we better get to know them, begin intra- 
Israeli dialogue 

As I pack, a friend offers to give me a novel for the 
airplane. A novel? I laugh. What storyteller, what 
Scheherazade or Tolstoy, could compare to what’s 
happening all around us on this tiny spot of magical 
land? Who could dream up this cast of characters: the 
Haredim with their beaming hundred-year-old rebbe 
dispensing orders to vote for Bibi? Or the others: Russ- 
ian immigrant doctors turned janitors, Ethiopian immi- 
grants whose blood is dumped, the Mizrachi Jews from 
Arab countries who look like Arabs but hate Arabs, the 
bitter rivalries among the tiny Israeli Arab factions. 

Before the thud of pure misery falls on the heart, I’m 
inside a literary mind; a novel for the airplane is the last 
thing I need. For what writer could create this back- 
drop: Powerful desert mountains next to this profusion 
of plants, flowers, and trees blossoming so luxuriantly? 
Who could imagine these thousand and one Israeli 
minds, matched by equally fierce Palestinian schisms? 
What could I read tonight that would hold a candle to 
this plot: The Chinese torture of winning at night, only 
to lose by morning? What pages will hold images as 
powerful as what we've lived through: Peres slumped 
inside his dark-windowed bullet-proof car; Bibi the 

(Continued on p. 76) 
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ISRAELI ELECTIONS 11 



No Time for Despair 

Noga Tarnopolsky 

n the aftermath of Benjamin Netanyahu’s victory, 
members of the Israeli Left feel almost overcome by 
disappointment and by equally potent sentiments of 

dejection, failure, and depression. Previously active, en- 
ergetic people seem on the verge of publicly declaring 
defeat, turning inward, and hibernating for the next 
four years. There is the sense that we have lost some- 
thing much greater than just an election; perhaps, even, 
the very soul of Israel. 

But I believe despair is out of place; self-examination 
and a significantly increased emphasis on activism and 
action are in order now. If unchecked, despair, more 
than the Likud, will truly defeat the Israeli Left. Ben- 
jamin Netanyahu, is, after all, only human, a politician 
interested in his own success. He can and will be subject 
to intense pressure from Labor and Meretz in the Knes- 
set, from Avigdor Kahalani and Natan Sharansky in his 
own coalition, and, most important, from the majority 
of secular, pro-peace Israelis on the streets. 

Despair is out of place because it blinds us to the 
great victories of the liberal and pro-peace movements 
in Israel. It is understandable, but a mistake, to see in 
Netanyahu’s adoption of the language of Labor policies 
a simple usurpation of the discourse of the Left. He has 
in some ways already begun his campaign for a second 
term, and when he says he is committed to pursuing 
peace, it is a response to a true desire on the part of the 
Israeli people to proceed with the Oslo agreements. 

Many say he will pursue peace, and farcically, at that, 
only to placate the United States. But the constituents 
he faces here in Israel are a more significant pressure 
group; let us not forget that 70 percent of Israelis say 
they support the continuation of the Oslo process. 
Thus, the electoral battle was about how to proceed 
with the Palestinians, not #f This fact itself is remark 
able. Only four years ago, Yitzhak Rabin won office by 
promising that he would never speak with the PLO or 
with Yasir Arafat. The Likud argued back in favor of 
continuing settlements in the Greater Land of Israel 

Where are we today? We have Dore Gold, Ne- 

Noga Tarnopolsky is a journalist living in Jerusalem 
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tanyahu’s senior adviser, phoning Arafat's senior advi- 
sor only two days after the vote to reassure him that the 
new government will continue to pursue peace. And in 
terms of the political debate here, the Greater Land of 
Israel is dead. 

As a matter of fact, the settler movement, which was 
outspoken to the point of violence in the months lead- 
ing up to the assassination, has virtually disappeared 
from the political scene. Netanyahu is likely to expand 
certain settlements, perhaps Efrat or Ma’ale Adumim, in 
areas designated to be incorporated into Israel in a final 
agreement, much like Rabin planned to do. But this does 
not mean, prima facie, that that the I.D.F. in Hebron 
will not redeploy, that negotiations on a permanent sta- 
tus will be halted, or that the Oslo Accords will not be 
implemented. The peace process is already proving itself 
much more formidable a “fact on the ground” than 
those settlements ever were. 

We have won a huge battle. Israel has undergone a 
tremendous spiritual shift in a very short period of time, 
and the terms of the debate here have changed im- 
measurably. In four years, we have shaken Arafat’s 
hand, at first ambivalently, then with greater confi- 
dence; we have turned lands over to a new Palestinian 
Authority; we have welcomed Jordan’s King Hussein to 
Jerusalem; we have been received in almost all the Arab 
lands by their leaders; we have seen our prime minister 
gunned down and sixty people killed by terror attacks 
in the last three months. Many Israelis simply feel they 
need a break. Most people who voted for Netanyahu 
have not turned their backs on the Arab world just as it 
was opening up to them; they want peace, but they also 
need to rest. 

‘ere the Left’s self-examination should begin. 
Shimon Peres and the Labor Party failed in 
their efforts to convey compassion to a popula- 

tion that basically supported them, but needed reassur- 
ance. If we remember the 70-percent figure I mentioned 
above, it is shocking to realize that among Jews, 
Netanyahu beat Peres by fully 12 percent. These are the 
people to focus on before the next elections. Labor and 



Meretz have to develop strategies not only to express 
empathy, but to better explain commitments to civil 
rights and social policies that do matter, even as we 
pursue peace. 

It is in part Rabin’s triumph in transforming Israeli 
political reality that brought about Peres’s defeat. We 
should remember Winston Churchill, who lost at the 
polls after his great victory over Germany at the end of 
World War IL. Like the British of the 1940s, the Israelis 
of 1996 are spent and exhausted. To say that the will of 
the voters was manipulated by outside forces or by Ne- 
tanyahu’s propaganda machine is to make a mockery of 
Israel’s sturdy democracy. 

In many ways, this election pitted Benjamin Ne- 
tanyahu against the ghost of Yitzhak Rabin, and Rabin 
was two things Benjamin Netanyahu desperately wishes 
to be: a great military hero and a bold, even surprising 
statesman. Yitzhak Rabin’s greatest legacy to Israel is a 
vision of himself and of Israel as anti-victims. He be- 
lieved that Israel had outgrown the victim stage and 
had come into its own as a strong and independent na- 
tion. Time and time again, Rabin told his compatriots 
they were more than survivors—that they had become, 
in less than fifty years of statehood, equal to all, citizens 
of the world, negotiating from a position of strength— 
in other words, winners. We now face an extraordinary 
opportunity to pursue peace. With Netanyahu installed 

as prime minister, with the Left active and vocal, and 
with the Oslo Accords a reality, we may have eliminat- 
ed the natural opposition Rabin and Peres faced. 

It is true that in recent years Netanyahu has suffered 
from a Nixon-like curse of clumsiness, an almost termi- 
nal lack of grace, and flip-flops which make him appear 
to have no genuine ideology. But today, if nothing else, 
his interests are the interests of the State of Israel. If he 
has not realized it yet, he will soon come to see, as Ra- 
bin did, that he can achieve real security for Israel only 
by continuing the partnership with the Palestinians and 
the pursuit of peace with other Arab nations. He will 
not easily send Israeli troops back into Gaza. 

Those of us who truly believe that this peace process 
is in the best interests of Israel need not panic. To say 
that Benjamin Netanyahu’s election signifies the end of 
the peace process, the political (or real) death of Arafat, 
the end of U.S.-Israeli cooperation, and, no less, the be- 
ginning of a hundred years of war is to grant Netanyahu 
powers not vested in any human being. It is a prepos- 
terous assertion because the truth is that we have only 
lost an election, and not the soul of Israel. Far from it. 
More than ever, Israelis feel that peace may be within 
reach, and that reality has been transformed. 

Netanyahu’s victory is not more than another step on 
this road. 0 

EDITORIAL 
(Continued from p. 5) 

Bosnia, human rights for China, environmental protec- 
tion of Western grazing lands, the nomination of Lani 
Guinier as Assistant Attorney General for Civil 
Rights—these were some of the most memorable areas 
of retreat. Yet more than the retreats themselves, it was 
the way they were explained by White House “spin 
doctors” that made them so devastating. In each case, 
the White House officials seemed to suggest that 
Clinton had been studying polls and focus groups and 
had decided that the position he had promised to 
defend was too unpopular at the moment and would 
cost him too much to defend. 

Here was the person who had been promising to lead 
us into a new world of idealism and caring in which 
there would be a “we” that would permit us to tran- 
scend our narrow self-interest now telling us that he 
could not stand up for his own ideals, because doing so 
was adverse to his self-interest. So, the most powerful 
elected official in the country, who had promised us a 
new community of meaning and higher purpose, was 
now telling us that he had to watch out for himself and 

couldn’t stand up with us and for us. 
No wonder that Americans’ disillusionment was 

swift and widespread. “If there is no ‘we’,” many peo- 
ple reasoned, “then why should I be the one who con- 
tinues to support higher taxes and higher health-care 
premiums?” The result was a precipitous fall in 
Clinton’s popularity and the public’s retreat from sup- 
port for his programs. That retreat left an opening for 
the success of the insurance industry’s “Harry and 
Louise” anti-health-care-reform ads. If the bottom line 
is narrow self-interest, then any plan to help others 
seems far-fetched and “costs too much.” 

Once this dynamic takes hold, many Americans are 
drawn to a mean-spirited conservatism (in both parties) 
that tells them that they ought to cut government 
spending and thus lower their taxes. This spirit is not 
the truth of what Americans want, but rather the truth 
of what Americans want when they have been disap- 
pointed once again, as they were with Clinton, and 
hence unwilling to risk hoping that a “we” is possible. 

Having created this dynamic, Clinton proceeded to 
be a “realist” and redefine himself as a politician who 
shares this pessimistic attitude toward what “we” can 
accomplish together (as signified in his declaration 

(Continued on p. 80) 
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Bullets, Bombs, Ballots 

Martin J. Gidron 

et us be clear, first of all, about one thing. The Is- L= elections of 1996 were not determined on 
May 29. They were settled neither on the basis of 

eight-tenths of one percentage point for Benjamin Ne 
tanyahu, nor on the basis of an eleven-percent split in his 
favor in the Jewish vote, nor on the basis of Haim 
Ramon’s lackluster campaign for Labor, nor even by 
Shimon Peres’s legendary unpopularity. They were de- 
cided by three bullets from Yigal Amir’s gun on the night 
of November 4, 1995, and by four bombs carried by sui- 
cide terrorists into Israel in the early spring of 1996. 

The result could hardly have been worse. Iran and 
the Islamic fundamentalists, on the one hand, and the 
Jewish fanatics, on the other, successfully conspired to 
put an end to the peace process, which threatened their 
millennialist worldviews with marginalization and ulti- 
mate extinction. The enemies of democracy managed to 
take away from the Israeli electorate the possibility of 

making a rational choice. To speak of the will of the 
people in such circumstances is sheer mockery. 

What degree of sincerity is implied in the Likud’s 
slogan, “peace with security,” is a question for sophists 
Do Netanyahu and company really believe that what 
they plan to offer the Palestinians and Syria—to wit, 
nothing—will be an inducement to “another peace,” as 
the right-wing catch-phrase of the past few years has it? 
We are speaking of irrelevancies. 

Martin J. Gidron is a an American-born journalist living in 
Tel Aviv. 
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Irrelevant too, is the supposed change in Likud pol- 
icy following the Rabin assassination. Dan Meridor and 
other Likud “moderates” seem to have persuaded 
Netanyahu that he was not going to get very far by op- 
posing the peace process and offering nothing but 
perpetual conflict in its stead. So we now have the spec- 
tacle of right-wing spokespeople protesting in injured 
tones the slander that they are “against peace.” We all 
want peace, we just disagree over how to achieve it, said 
Netanyahu, and Labor let him get away with it. 

Today’s Likud party line, insofar as it can be pin- 
pointed at all, is that the Oslo Accords are facts which 
the new government is reluctantly obliged to recognize. 
This is reminiscent of the grudging recognition of the 
State of Israel by some of the Arab states, coupled with 
demands that no Israeli government could satisfy. In the 
illusion-dominated political landscape of the Middle 
East, recognition of reality is thought to be a courageous 
act deserving of commendation. 

lhe question, as the Right’s newly “pragmatic” 
spokesmen are saying, is where we go from here. 
Now that they have the power, the “peace process” 

is on a road to nowhere. They are convinced that too 
much has been “given up” already. Those parts of the 
Oslo Accords which have not yet been put into practice, 
especially Israeli withdrawal from Hebron, will not be im- 
plemented, because they run against everything the Right 
has been saying since September 1993. Negotiations will 
of course continue, under American pressure. Why not? 
Talk is cheap. But the comparison now being drawn be- 
tween Netanyahu and Menachem Begin, who signed the 
peace treaty with Egypt, is deliberately misleading. 

Begin could give up the Sinai—with Labor support 
and against the opposition of half his own party—be- 
cause it did not form an essential part of the revisionist 
program, which is still at the heart of Likud dogma. Ac- 
cording to this philosophy, the West Bank (“Judea and 
Samaria”) cannot be given up, not one inch of it—or, 
now that control of some Palestinian cities has been 
handed over, certainly not one inch more. 

A better guide to what we are about to witness is the 



fare al Madrid conference held, under intense Ameri- 
can pressure, after the Gulf War. As former Prime 
Minister Yitzhak Shamir candidly admitted after the 
1992 elections, his strategy in these negotiations was 
simple stonewalling. Hold the Palestinians off for ten 
years, he figured, and by that time it will be too late— 

Jewish settlements throughout the West Bank and Gaza 
Strip will make it impossible to give anything back. 

Netanyahu is planning to use the same deceptive 
strategy, even if he is younger and prettier than Shamir 
and speaks English with an American accent. Israel’s 
leading daily, Yediot Ahronot, reported that Netanyahu 
plans to pour billions of dollars into new settlements. 

Netanyahu says he only plans to spend around $300 
million a year on them. In any case, his strategy is clear. 
How could it be otherwise, even if he wanted to pursue 
a different course, with the settlers and their support- 
ers, such as Ariel Sharon and Rafael Eitan, forming a 
dominant part of his victorious coalition? Any protests 
by the Russian immigrant party and the “centrist” Third 
Way party will easily be brushed aside. They will be 
outvoted in the cabinet every time. 

It may be true that the Palestinians have historically 
been blind to their own interests and utterly resistant to 
any calls for dialogue or compromise until fairly recent- 
ly. But once it really sinks in that they will get a very 
limited autonomy and nothing else—that the isolated 
blocs they now control are not the first step toward 
statehood, but Bantustans within which the Israeli gov- 
ernment means to restrict them forever—they will feel 
that they have nothing to lose by taking an irredentist 
stance. Hamas’s and Islamic Jihad’s denunciations of 
Arafat as a traitor to the Palestinian cause will find a 
much more receptive audience. Arafat himself will like- 
ly be overthrown, armed rebellion will break out 
throughout the “autonomous” areas, and Israeli troops 
will again occupy Gaza and Nablus 

But will Netanyahu and his cronies then admit that 
they were wrong all along? Not on your life. No, the re- 
newal of the intifada will prove that the previous Israeli 
government led the Palestinians to expect the world, 
that you can’t trust the Arabs, that all they understand is 
force, etc., etc. And of course, with Arafat safely dead or 
in exile, the oldest right-wing shibboleth of all— 
“There’s no one to talk to”—will enjoy a revival. If this 
catastrophic chain of events causes Egypt and Jordan to 
break off diplomatic relations, if Israel’s new ties with 
the developing world go up in smoke, if the United 
States cuts its aid to Israel, if the economy collapses in 
consequence—well, if the whole world is against us, let 
the whole world go to hell, as the old Israeli song has it. 

lo someone who is used to American television, 
one of the most startling things about Israeli news 
broadcasts is the utter lack of foreign coverage, 

except for stories that are too big to ignore or that di- 
rectly affect Israel, such as the U.S. presidential elec- 
tions. It is a telling deficiency. Israelis are so involved in 
their daily struggles, both external and internecine, that 
they are relatively ignorant of and indifferent to world 
trends. Even Jewish history, from the ancient Israelite 
kingdoms to the Diaspora to the Holocaust, is less a 
source of understanding than of emotion 

So let us, as the Right is always urging us to do, take 
cognizance of a few unpleasant facts. Whatever else has 
changed, Israel’s location has not, nor have the threats 
to its existence evanesced just because the Soviet Union 
has collapsed. Iran will likely have nuclear weapons, 
and missiles that can hit Israel, within the next few 

ars, while Libya and Iraq are known to possess chem- 
ical and/or biological weapons. The Oslo Accords are 
an attempt to build an alliance between Israel and mod- 
erate Arab states, to push the extremist states into the 
margins. If the accords are now abrogated, this attempt 
will fail, and the security supposedly provided by Israeli 
control over the West Bank and the Golan Heights will 
prove illusory indeed. 

It is on this point that the “security” argument of the 
Right proves to be as shallow as their “peace” argument. 
Intoxicated by Israeli military power, the crackpot real- 
ists of the Israeli Right refuse to see that Israel can never, 
under any circumstances, impose a political solution on 
its Arab opponents. Israel’s smashing victory in the 1967 
war could not produce peace, because the Arab states re- 
mained united in their rejectionist stance at Khartoum 
the following year. The attempt to install a pro-Israeli 
government by force in Beirut in 1982 failed, and the 
people who are responsible for that bloody failure and 
who learned nothing from it are now back in power. 

It is difficult to be optimistic under these circum- 
stances. Some supporters of the peace process, under- 
standably searching for a glimmer of hope in what looks 
to be unmitigated disaster, point to Netanyahu’s so- 
called pragmatism as a sign that he will dump his party’s 
platform, turn his back on his coalition partners, and 
proceed with the negotiations. We are told that the 
terms of the debate have changed because of the peace 
process, and that Netanyahu and the Likud have been 
forced to take cognizance of that fact. Now the job of 
the Left, so this argument goes, is to help encourage him 
to move in the right direction. But this argument flies in 
the face of the ideology of the Israeli Right since its 
founding. Consistently, the secular Israeli Right—and 
later the religious settler movement—have tended to be 

(Continued on p. 77) 
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Let Them Eat Pie: Philanthropy a la Mode 

Arlene Goldbard 

t’s been nearly twenty years, but it seems like yester 
. The sidewalks of New York were chilly, but once 

side the Major National Foundation, we found our- 
selves in a rain-forest luxe that forced us to wipe the fog 
from our glasses. My husband and I—business and writ- 
ing partners as well as mates—had been invited to jour- 
ney from California to meet with the head of the culture 
division of the Major National Foundation. (The founda: 
tions mentioned in this essay will remain nameless. My 
points concern the entire contemporary private philan- 
thropic enterprise, not a few aberrant exeptions.) 

Before we met “Mr. MNF,” we had engaged in a 
kind of epistolary courtship. A friend gave some of our 
writing on cultural policy to Mr. MNF, who wrote that 
he was impressed. He wanted to talk. He asked us for 
“a budget,” which seemed rather premature, since we 
hadn’t suggested a project. But, perched at the rim of 
the economic abyss, we were wary in those days of in- 
terrogating any gift horses that trotted past. 

As it happened, between our initial correspondence 
with Mr. MNF and his request for a budget, we had got- 
ten involved in a project, one that badly needed support. 
We had been asked to become national organizers for an 
alliance of community arts groups whose leaders had 
managed, by dint of sweat and imagination, to cobble to- 
gether many worthy projects: neighborhood cultural cen- 
ters; oral history-based theaters; murals and community 
gardens. Now they wanted to help each other improve 
their work, to make their case jointly for support, to share 
tools and ideas. Because my husband and I were experi- 
enced organizers who shared their values, they thought 
we could help. We wrote asking Mr. MNF if a start-up 
budget for this organization might not be what he had in 
mind, and by return mail, he said it might indeed. 

‘olding hands, we held our breath as the elevator Hee inside an atrium. We assumed poses of 
purposeful professionalism as the elevator 

opened onto an expanse of seamlessly symmetrical wood 

Arlene Goldbard <goldbard@pacific.net> has been an organiza 
tional and cultural consultant since 1978. She is currently at 
work on Possible Worlds, a novel of the millennium. 
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grain. Along the corridor, desks flanked every door, and 
behind each one was a smiling, well-groomed young 
woman. As we passed, one of these gatekeepers pressed 
a spot on the wall and a wide file drawer emerged like a 
giant tongue to accept a morsel of paper, then retracted, 
leaving no trace. 

For just an instant, I hesitated at the door to Mr. 
MNF’s office, thinking of Hansel and Gretel at the 
witch’s house, wondering if I’d be swallowed up. Had I 
known more about such things, I should have won- 
dered instead how long it would take to spit me out. In- 
side, we found both Mr. MNF and the vice president 
above him, Mr. Big. Both looked nervous. Neither 
seemed remotely tipsy, but every time they exhaled, the 
rich aroma of recently consumed alcohol filled the air. 
We smiled. We shook hands. 

“So,” said Mr. MNF, grinning like a crocodile, “this 
organization’s just the two of you, hmmm?” 

The meeting went downhill from there, in a 
Kafkaesque tumble for which our previous cordial cor- 
respondence had left us entirely unprepared. We con- 
sidered it a triumph of self-restraint that we managed to 
complete the return elevator ride without bursting into 
sobs; our tears flowed on the walk back to the subway. 

A week later, back home in California, our friend 
who'd put us in touch with Mr. MNF called with some 
enlightening information. “Your appointment was right 
after lunch, right?” Right. “Well, Mr. Big was keeping 
an eye on Mr. MNF. You see, he’d taken MNF to lunch, 
bought him a couple of martinis, and fired him on the 
spot. He couldn’t tell you, so he had to make out he was 
rejecting your project on the merits. Bad timing.” 

s social policy, the charitable tax exemption em- At" a dual acknowledgment. On one side of 
the equation, it recognizes that many things 

need doing—social goods of various kinds, feeding the 
hungry, sheltering the homeless, preserving the past, 
planning for the future—which cannot, even in the 
most robust Opportunity Society, turn a buck. To make 
it easier for private citizens to carry out these worthy 
enterprises, the government allows them to form orga- 



nizations that earn money and collect 
contributions without paying taxes. 

On the other side of the equation is 
the recognition that some individuals 
and businesses accumulate wealth 
while others do not, so that these same 
social goods will be unevenly distrib- 

uted unless the wealthy share their 
bounty with the less fortunate. To en- 
courage charity, the government allows 
individuals to forgo paying taxes on 
money they contribute to tax-exempt 
organizations. And it allows individu- 
als and businesses to set up their own 
tax-exempt corporations expressly to 
receive and disburse gifts and grants: 
These are foundations. 

In the late 1970s—when my hus- 
band and I fulfilled Mr. MNF’s post- 
prandial need for an object over which 
he could exercise the dominance to 
which he had just been subjected—the 
top pe nal income-tax bracket was 
around 70 percent, so the tax exemp- 
tion released considerable economic 
power. The wealthy could choose to 

keep their dollars and, clever accoun- 
tants notwithstanding, pay out 70 cents 
to the government and spend the remaining 30 cents as 
they wished. Or they could set up foundations and in- 
vest close to 100 percent of each dollar in organizations 
and activities that advanced their social aims and added 
luster to their reputations. 

With the top tax bracket now around half its pre- 
Reagan level, much of the economic incentive has been 
lost. But the invitation to make social policy embodied 
in the tax exemption is still a powerful lure, as are the 
wishes to associate oneself with the virtue of generosity 
and immortalize one’s family name. 

In some countries, this problem of redistributing 
wealth is resolved by taxing private incomes and allow- 
ing the government to spend the resulting revenues to 
address the deficiencies of the marketplace. American 
distaste for this practice is often justified on the grounds 
of supporting a countervailing force to government, to 
prevent a big-brother state from cornering the market, 
so to speak, in experimental theater or adult education 
or hot lunches for seniors. 

In principle, this has a certain ring to it. Few of us 
would willingly leave cultural development or commu- 
nity service or even after-school sports completely in 
the hands of the modern centralized state. But in prac- 
tice, this is a distinction with very little difference: Op- 
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positional elements whose aims are so an- 
tithetical to the government's values that 
public subsidy is impossible receive a mi- 
nuscule fraction of the not-for-profit sec- 
tor’s resources. Most private philan- 
thropies, rather than balancing the 
excesses or omissions of public subven- 
tion, use their resources to pursue much 
the same ends as the public sector, by 
much the same means. Most foundation 
money goes to such endeavors as hospi- 
tals, medical research, animal protection, 
and education, which also get support 
from the public sector. Indeed, in some 
categories of philanthropy, public dollars 
are required to follow private proclivities: 
The National Endowment for the Arts, 
for example, grants almost all its organi- 
zational support to groups that can com- 
mand a large match in private dollars. 

bout five years ago, I made a vow. 
While I hung like a side of beef 
from the sticky railing of a Lex- 

ington Avenue subw: y, I promised my- 
self that I would never again appear at a 
foundation in the role of supplicant: I 
might attend a meeting, give a talk, even 

write a report or offer advice. But I would never again 
submit to another encounter like the one from which I 
had just emerged. 

Foundations are all about framing and spin. The 
small, progressive ones construct their headquarters to 
resemble the offices of their grantees: political posters, 
slightly threadbare furnishings, boxes of herbal tea just 
waiting to drown themselves in boiling water for the 
good of the visitor. Don’t hate us, these offices plead, 
we're just like you, only a little richer. But the office I 
visited that morning made a different statement. It 
housed one of the biggest and best-endowed of the old- 
line-Establishment liberal foundations. Acres of glass 
afforded a view of Manhattan that reduced everything 
to the scale of an ant farm. The lush carpeting seemed 
to suck at one’s shoes like quicksand. The vast, gleam- 
ing conference table was as free of blemish as a field of 
fresh snow. Delighted to see you, the decor asserted, 
you are so lucky to be here. 

My husband and I were there at the behest of an ex- 
perienced foundation-watcher who felt that Major 
National Foundations might at last be ready to risk 
investing in our projects, despite our dicey cultural pol- 
itics. In the dozen years since our encounter with Mr. 
MNF, we had given foundations a wide berth, support- 
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ing ourselves through a consulting business. We oper 
ated out of our former garage, renting our hearts and 
minds to organizations preoccupied with the problems 
of surviving a hostile political and economic environ- 
ment. We worked hard, kept our fees low, and consid- 
ered ourselves lucky that people paid us to think—and 
help them think—about questions we found absolutely 
riveting anyway. 

But our consulting work, no matter how engrossing 
and worthwhile, was what musicians refer to as a “day 
job”: something you do to support your real interest 
and obsession. Ours were cultural policies and politics. 
We wrote essays. We gave talks and taught classes. But 
the limit to what we could accomplish in our off-hours 
was soon reached. We had finally decided to make a 
grant proposal for a project that could pass along some 
of what we and our colleagues had learned. Our pro- 
posed training and think-tank project for cultural 
organizers included meetings, dialogues, and publica- 
tions. We hoped underwriting would be available to 
enable hard-pressed activists to partake of the usual 
pursuits available to people whose professions bring 
them enough surplus cash to finance the costs of self- 
examination and self-improvement: academics, doctors, 
architects, foundation executives. 

Our meeting was with two program officers, perfect- 
ly nice, well-meaning individuals who could be faulted 
only for allowing silver to blur their vision. This was 
their first question: “Why should we support two white 
intellectuals to do this when the people who are actual- 
ly working at the grass roots need funding?” I can’t re- 
member the last question. 

Had we been in a movie, we might have straightened 
our spines and asked “Do you know who you’re talking 
to?” Clearly, they evidently knew nothing of our work 
in the field—of the many times those grassroots organi- 
zations spent hard-won funds to hire us—because that 
work hadn’t been supported by their foundation’s 
grants; and in their world, only their grants confer 
legitimacy. They knew they hadn’t funded us before. It 
wasn’t important to know much else. 

n the Jewish tradition, the sage Maimonides de- 
scribed eight levels of charity. The lowest is to give 
coldly and reluctantly. This practice almost always 

binds the recipient to the giver with public supplication 
and obsequious gratitude, so that while seeming to 
help, charity perversely reinforces the perception of 
helplessness—the weakness of the beneficiary, the po- 
tency of the donor. In contrast, the highest form of 
charity is to prevent poverty. At its best, such charitable 
action is anonymous, given for its own sake and with an 
open hand, without the odious fear of being cheated 
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that obsesses the Haves in American society 
Following Maimonides’ criteria, almost all organized 

philanthropy ought to be consigned to a new nadir, a 
charitable sub-basement, because its essential character 
impels participants toward ethical transgression and 
emotional self-harm. The culture of the foundation 
world is a culture of lies. Prospective grantees are ex- 
pected to make extravagant claims for their projects: A 
program of lunch-time classes accompanied by meals 
and child care is devised for single mothers. The pro- 
posal claims that in a few months of Mondays the 
project will not only teach participants all the “survival 
skills” they need, but also demonstrate a measurable 
decline in substance abuse, a rise in employment and 
income, and a corresponding decline in public assis- 
tance. To write candidly that the project will be fun and 
interesting for women who otherwise have little time 
for themselves, or that it is hoped that one or two of the 
participants will seize the opportunity to better her lot, 
is to guarantee the proposal’s failure. 

Controversial projects are expected to tone down 
their messages. Since projects are expected to break 
new ground, it is understood that if old wine is being 
served up, it must first be decanted into new rhetorical 
bottles. The economy of lies is an inflationary one, re- 
quiring successively larger claims just to match the com- 
petition. In Philanthropyland, as in the Red Queen’s 
kingdom, “It takes all the running you can do, to keep 
in the same place.” 

I have read hundreds of grant proposals; not a single 
one has been entirely fulfilled. Lies are the grant-seeker’s 
ante; they guarantee that odds will favor the house. If a 
foundation wants to reject a project, an applicant organi- 
zation can simply be called on its lies; if the aim is to 
make a grant, the lies can remain unquestioned. Pace 
Ross Perot, it’s that simple. 

Around the polished-wood conference table, power 
relations are seldom acknowledged, although they 
determine everything. Program officers may ask any 
question, no matter how rude, and supplicants are ex- 
pected to answer with a smile, no matter how mortified 
or insulted they feel. While Maimonides’ lowest form of 
charity demands fawning appreciation from recipients, 
the culture of the foundation world requires this as a 
precondition for consideration. The exemplary grant- 
seeker displays fulsome gratitude even for a rejection, 
banking credit for future applications. 

n the subway after my farewell appearance as a 
grant applicant, I realized I was unwilling to 
withstand the further violation of my essential 

nature involved in enacting philanthropic rituals of sub- 
mission. Another way to say this might be to admit that 



the chip on my shoulder, having remained firmly in 
place for the previous forty-four years, would finally 
prevent my getting through the door to the alms house. 

I realize that it is considered in poor taste to bring up 
the subject of class in America, but I must. I’m a first- 

solidly work- 
a housepainter. My mother 

worked in a doctor's office and retired at eighty. I am 
proud of having made my way in the world without the 
advantage of money or social status, but it was not a 
matter of choice. We would have liked to have money, 
but then we also would have liked to be able to fly. I 
lapped up a c 

generation American, and my heritage is 
ing class. My father w: 

rtain mistrust of the upper classes along 
with my milk and pabulum, and having been sensitized 
to the class structure, I found ample corroboration of 
its corrosive power in daily life 

As a child, I displayed artistic talent, so I was able as 
a young person to enter the mobile, shape-shifting social 
class known as “the art world.” Within it, I was an ac- 
tivist against the war, against the draft, for social justice. 

In the early ’70s, I helped to organize artists protest- 
ing the self-regarding cultural displays being readied 
for the Bicentennial of the American Revolution. One 
of our targets was San Francisco’s Fine Arts Museums, 
then slated to receive a huge American art collection 
(which meant, as we never tired of saying, a collection 
of paintings by white men that purported to represent 

American art”). It incensed us that these publicly 
owned museums were governed by a group of trustees 
whose interests and backgrounds, as Dorothy Parker 
might have put it, ran the gamut from A to B. We ex- 
tended our protest to a call for institution-wide reform, 
beginning with more diverse trustees of various colors, 
genders, and backgrounds—people whose tax pay- 
ments actually supported the museums. 

In the midst of this campaign, one of the chief cura- 
tors approached me, saying that the trustees were wary 
of adding just any outsider to their number, but they 
would be comfortable with someone like myself. Hadn’t 
I gone to one of the Seven Sisters? (I did not attend col- 
lege.) Would I consider accepting a seat? (I would not.) 

That was when I learned that elites believe intelli- 
gence and fluency are class attributes, incorporating an 
internalized allegiance to class interests. When that al- 
legiance is secure, a certain latitude is allowed for criti- 
cism. By tacitly agreeing not to upset the applecart, one 
is permitted to take a bite of the apple of rebellion. 
Those not born into the elite, gain entry to its philan- 
thropic culture by demonstrating that they are capable 
of operating by its precepts, the rules of the ruling class. 

It is hard to grasp the true character of the philan- 
thropic culture, because individuals experience it primar- 
ily in interpersonal terms. Most people who have contact 

with the philanthropic world know decent, conscientious 
individuals who occupy positions of importance, who 
were attracted to foundation jobs because they seemed to 
offer chances to put their ideals into practice. By the time 
such people fit comfortably into the philanthropic cul- 
ture, they have long since lost the ability to detect the line 
between healthy compromise and brown-nosing. Thus 
they manage, without abandoning their personal decency 
and idealism, to do the bidding of a class whose only qual- 
ification for shaping social policy is an accident of birth or 
an ability to stockpile cash. 

Foundation operatives must settle for serving as sur- 
rogate rich: They are easily lulled into imagining that 
the pockets into which their hands reach are their own. 
Skillful grants-getters tell them what they want to hear. 
The most flattering thing to say to a program officer is, 
“I wouldn’t lie to you. You’re different from the other 
foundation people. Why, I think of you as one of us.” 

A program officer is seldom confronted or contra- 
dicted, but always handled, coaxed, wooed. This leads 
to excessive confidence in one’s judgment, and from 
there it is just a skip and a jump to terminal arrogance. 
Since foundations are now inundated with proposals 
from worthy organizations struggling to survive the dis- 
mantling of the public sector, their chief mission must 
be rejecting the vast majority. Looking down on the 
universe of potential grantees with Olympian detach- 
ment, in the philanthropic equivalent of natural selec- 
tion, foundations must invent rationales to explain this 
huge tide of rejections. So they promulgate policies that 
supposedly lead to a rational selection of the fittest: 
Only organizations that can earn a certain percentage of 
their incomes are eligible; only organizations that have 
existed for a certain length of time; and so on. 

In the end, the philanthropic culture has power to cor- 
rupt both its operators and its supplicants. The danger for 
foundation officers is that they will come to believe their 
own propaganda. The entire system is based on “knowing 
one’s place.” But knowing your place means one thing 
when that place is on top, looking down, and quite an- 
other when it is on the bottom, trying to move on up. 

couple of years ago, I was invited to a roundtable 
discussion at yet another Major National Foun- 
dation. Almost all the participants were already 

recipients of the foundation’s largesse. We were asked 
to review the results of a planning process from which, 
after many such meetings, there had emerged a pastiche 
of abstraction and postulation that would somehow be- 
come the guidelines for a brave new program. 

The meeting was chaired by Ms. Big, the division 
head responsible for scholarly and cultural giving, who 

(Continued on p. 74) 
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The Politics of Simplicity 

rome M. Segal & 

he idea of simple living has always been part of the F 

American psyche—sometimes cer 
peripheral. Today, it once agair 

throughout our popular culture. Ne papers carry full 

page features on personal downsizing, and books on ho 
to live well with less sell hundreds of thousand 
A Nexus search for articles on simple living reveals 
than fifty entries in just the last two months. Moreover 
the interest comes from all parts f society, not jus' 

people on the counter-cultural fringes. For instanc 

Working Woman, an upscale 

minded, with a circulation of close 
its entire December issue to how t 
There’s a Simple Living Network on the I 
newsletters, and a host of itinerant lecturers, tape 
courses, and workshops. 

Advocates of simple living are expressing a value or F 

entation that overlaps in important ways with that of t 
politics of meaning. They reject 
is to be found in ever-higher levels of consumption 

t careerism an argue strongly against rampa 
ism. They opt for less money, less work, more time with 
friends and loved ones 

Yet, for all that, t 
apolitical. Much, though not all, of the literature is of a 

siasm is lar 

“how-to” variety, offering advice on how to live more re 
wardingly with less money. Enthusiasts view the 
ment of a simpler, more meaningful life as an in 
project, not as a matter of colle 

In some ways this is to be admired. Far too oft 
itics on the Left, in its emphasis on the necessity of trans 
forming fundamental structures of the social order, has 
had a paralyzing effect, the implicit message being that 
without large-scale, structural change, people cai 
significant progress toward a better life 

Nevertheless, the absence of a “politics of simple li 
ing” tends to render the simple living movement a solu 
tion for the few, irrelevant for the many. Articles about 

from high-flying professional couples who ha 

Maryland's Institute for P) 
currently at work on a 
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$100,000 incomes have limited relevance for the half of 
American families that live on less than $40,000 a year 

Some simple living advocates even adopt an attitude of 
disdain toward those who are just getting by. For i 
stance, Amy Dacyezyn, the publisher of the Tightwad 
Gazette Newsletter, writes in a New York Times op-ed of 

how she feeds her family of eight on $170 a month, and 
then goes on to talk about “whiners” who are unwilling to 
give up their expensive lifestyles. 

An apolitical simple living movement has a lot of ap 
peal to Americans. It is increasingly a place where those 
disaffected from our dominant ethos end up. Yet, insofar 

as it is apolitical, simple living risks being conservative ir 
s political implications, focusing inordinately on the abil 

ity and responsibility of the individual for the quality of 
her life. If the simple living idea remains largely ind: 

vidualistic, it will not only be irrelevant to most Ameri 
cans—in the end it will disappear under the influence of 

¢ dominant forces in American life. It is as a form of 
politics, a politics that is both personal and social, that 

simple living has enormous potential for deeply and last 

ingly transforming life in America. 

imple living is not some 1990s fad. Nor is it the 
product of “foreign” ideologies. David Shi’s book 
The Simple Life: Plain . 1 High Livt 

American Culture (Oxford, 1985), is must reading for 
Thinking ana 

those seeking historical grounding. From the earliest days 
of the American experience, advocates of simple living 
have challenged consumerism and materialism, although 
simple living, or “plain living,” as it was sometimes called 
has meant different things to different groups 

Puritan simplicity focused on religious devotion, a lack 
of ostentation, and plenty of hard work. It was not a 

leisure expansion movement. Nor was simple living a 
matter of individual choice for Puritans; sumptuary laws 
restricted consumption display, and economic life was 
regulated to limit the role of greed in human affairs. 

In the worldview of the Quakers, simple living was 
modified somewhat. The sumptuary laws, which to some 

ent were designed to prevent those in the lower classes 
from affecting the manners of those above them, came to 



ply to all members of the community, and John Wool 

an, a leading Quak 1 the 1700s, decried exces 
sively lengthy workdays cautioned employers not to 

ork oo hard. Indeed, Woolman made a powerful 
ina onnectior arguing that the institution of slav 

ry emerged from a wrongheaded pursuit of a life of ease 

and lu Here, perhaps, w as of a radical 
olitics of plain livir le adopted 

he simple life, all of soc ild stormed 
e mic 0s, repub emerged. Its 

dea AS he simf ft Jesus, an image that in 
, 1 many Christian advocates of plain living, but the 

assica ters Cicero, Tacitus, and Plutarch. Central 
res of t volutionary period, in particular Samuel 

\dams, were deeply concerned about the re ship be 

Y ) a and the individual pursuit of 

, of democracy in tt brought 
th it an interes the Greek and Roman experiments, 

nd why they disappeared. There was a concern (as there 
s toda th th tue of office-holders. Genuine 

Jemoc seemed incompatible with too great a preoc 
Pp I re was great fear of the 

corrupting influences of unbridled commercialism. When 
he colonists boye« sritish goods, it was not just a tac 

ic of the indeper « wement; they viewed Britain as 
The Great Sata porting the corruptions of capitalism. 

Jo \dams and Thomas Jefferson corresponded 
ut at were the bounds of the possible with spect 

»b on-1 alist society. Jefferson empha 

s c rtue and look to public policy, in particu 

ars supported schools and values ation. Adams 

ewed this as unrealistical ndertaking to build a new 
universe.” He himself feared economic growth, and ar 

d for preventing bot treme poverty and extrava 

Ir nid-1800s, the transcendentalist writers such as 
sioned a new form of simple 

¢ virtues in Opposition to 

the } ad a different vision 
O ¢ end of the spectrum, this period prefigured the 

1960s, with commur egetarianism, nudism, and con 
rn for anim at he advocates of transcendental 

simplicity reversed the Puritan emphasis on work. For 
asons for lower ng consump: 

ed for greater leisure to do the 
er things in life—not religious or civic engagement 

but the life of the mind, of art, literature, poetry, philoso 
phy, and rential agement with nature 

In the n of transforming society was put 

aside in favor of the experiential and experimental com 
munities seeking the simple life for themselves 

Interest ple living was harder to find in the post 
Civil War period, but it re-emerged strong toward the 

turn of the century. There was a reaction against materi 
alism, individualism, and the hectic pace of urban life. In 
those days, it was the Ladies Home Journal that led the 
charge against the dominant materialist ethos. Under a 
crusading editor, Edward Bok, the magazine served as a 
guide for those in the middle class seeking simplicity; by 
1910, it had a circulation of close to 2 million, making it 
the largest selling magazine in the world. In this period 
there emerged a movement of aesthetic simplicity, cen 
tered around designers William Morris and Gustav Stick 
ley, and giving rise to so-called “mission” furniture, much 
sought by antique dealers today 

One dimension of the renewed interest in simple living 
was a country life movement concerned with using mod 
ern technology to improve life for the small farmer and to 
keep young people on the farm. Later, in 1933, the De 
partment of the Interior created a Division of Subsistence 
Homesteads to resettle the urban and rural poor in 
planned communities based on “handicrafts, community 
activities, closer relationships, and cooperative enterpris: 
es.” About 100 such communities were established, most 
of them failing in their grand design to replace individu 
alism with “mutualism. 

After World War II, as after the First, the Civil War. 
and the Revolution, there was a surge in consumption, 
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and simple living receded into the background. But again, 
in the 1960s, there was a critique of the affluent lifestyle 
and a renewed interest in plain living. In the 1970s, with 
the energy crisis, the focus on plain living merged with a 
growing concern with the environment. The notion 
of “voluntary simplicity” emerged; the Whole Earth 
Catalogue, a how-to guide to a simpler, environmentally 
conscious life, sold briskly, and President Jimmy Carter 
invited E.F. Schumacher, author of Syzall is Beautiful, to 
the White House. 

In his now-infamous “malaise” speech, Carter criticized 
the country, decrying that “we worship self-indulgence 
and consumption. Human identity is no longer defined by 
what one does but by what one owns.” He called for a 
new cohesive, spiritually rich Commonwealth. The 
speech, viewed by most Americans as overly moralistic 
and pessimistic, caused Carter’s popularity to plummet. 
Then came the Reagan and Bush years, during which ac- 
quisitiveness and material success, rather than simplicity, 
were the ideal. And now, in the Clinton era, there is a re- 
vival of interest in simple living. 

At the heart of the various historical manifestations of 
the American impulse toward simple living is a rejection 
of consumptionism. But there has been considerable di- 
versity with respect to the human good and the place of 
work, religion, civic engagement, nature, literature and 
the arts among these different visions. It is also the case 
that a concern with simple living was at some points large- 
ly apolitical, and at other times at the heart of a broader 
political and social vision. And just as one might argue 
that there is no single politics of meaning, so too there is 
no single politics of simple living. In the hands of the Pu- 
ritans, it was almost totalitarian in its scope. At other 
points, it bordered on the libertarian 

t is important to distinguish poverty from simple liv- 
ing. The difference is not just a matter of the level of 
provision. Nor is it merely a question of whether or 

not the lifestyle is chosen. In conceptualizing the simple 
life, I favor the term “graceful simplicity.” It combines 
two notions. Life is graceful in that it is unharried, and 
free from dominant fear and stress; the individual is culti- 
vated and appreciative, rather than covetous. Life is sim- 
ple in that the level of consumption is modest, and the 
human good is found largely in the simple pleasures of 
friends and family, a good book, a walk in the woods. 

I envision a politics of simple siving that is liberal in its 
core orientation, in the sense that it does not prescribe 
any particular view of wherein a meaningful life is to be 
found. Rather, it is defined by what it eschews—the pur- 
suit of ever higher levels of income and consumption. It 
argues for creating an economic environment which is 
supportive of multiple forms of simple living. In this it 
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builds on the individualist or communalist thrust of the 
contemporary interest in simple living which says that the 
real work of creating a meaningful life has to be done by 
people themselves, with their friends and in communities 
of shared values. At the same time, it views our national 
economic and social policies as playing a vital role in cre- 
ating the background environment within which such 
projects will either succeed or fail. 

A politics of graceful simplicity focuses on time, mon- 
ey, and work. It seeks a society in which ordinary people 
have: 

© a high level of leisure time; 
© the ability to satisfy core economic needs at low lev- 

els of personal income; 
* economic security and dignified work. 
Each of these desiderata is relatively concrete. They are 

the central features of an economic environment that sup- 
ports simple living. The basic objective is to put the eco- 
nomic realm in its proper (i.e., limited) place and to make 
room for the rest of life. Each of these features of eco- 
nomic life can be achieved, or at least attempted, through 
a wide variety of policies and programs. A politics of sim- 
plicity should be defined by its commitment to achieving 
these broad goals, not by the specific programs that might 
be employed. We should be open and experimental 
about the means of getting there. 

Even if our economic life were leisured, secure, and 
not excessively dependent upon high income levels, this 
would not be sufficient for the good, or happy, or mean- 
ingful life. It is not a matter of adding objectives. No set 
of social conditions ever can be sufficient; to every life 
there is an enormous personal dimension. Living well is 
an art that individuals and families must learn for them- 
selves. Yet, there is all the difference in the world be- 
tween a socio-economic order which is friendly and 
supportive of the human good, and one that undermines 
it at every turn. Identifying, and acting upon, these dif- 
ferences comprise the essence of public policy. 

jor most working Americans today, time is always 
too scarce to enjoy life fully. Between the demands 
of work and home—and, ironically, of “leisure 

time” itself—most of us feel harassed and harried. His- 
torically, reduction in work hours signified economic 
progress. During much of the nineteenth century and in 
the early decades of the twentieth century, workers, who 
often put in thirteen- or fourteen-hour days, struggled 
first to achieve the ten-hour, and then the eight-hour day. 
In the 1930s, there was talk of a thirty-hour week, but for 
over half a century, reducing work hours has receded as a 
social concern. 

In the last few decades, as married women in large 
numbers entered the labor force, the family did not have 



as an option two twenty-five-hour jobs. The choice was 
between one or two forty-hour jobs, and many families 
chose two. Households shifting from one person to two 
people working outs le the home experienced an enor- 
mous increase in time pressure. 

Since the 1950s, per-capita consumption in the United 
States has more than doubled, while for many, leisure has 
declined or remained stagnant. Without ever choosing, 
we have made the wrong choice; at least some of the pro- 
ductivity growth that enabled higher incomes and con- 
sumption should have gone instead to expanding leisure. 

Isolated individuals cannot easily choose leisure 
rather than income growth. When, bucking the domi- 
nant trend, a family chooses time rather than income, it 
not only foregoes consumption, but finds that, relative 
to others, its economic standing declines. Such a de- 
cline is more profound than simply not keeping up with 
the upwardly mobile Joneses; it is a matter of slipping 
out of the socioeconomic community that has provided 
one’s sense of place 

Our soc ety needs to address decisions about altering 
the shape of work collectively. Just as we have legislation 
on the forty-hour week, so too we should have public de- 
bates to consider three-day weekends, reduced daily 
hours, and guaranteed extended vacations. On one level, 
expanding leisure time is the ea: siest policy change to 
make. In principle, one piece of legislation could dramat- 
ically transform life in Americ: 

panding leisure time, for e ample through the in- 
troduction of a shorter work week, would have important 
implications that bes r on the other two goals of a simple 
living movement. Provided that the costs of hiring people 
to work overtime were high, it would result in the cre- 
ation of more jobs, thus improving economic security. A 
decision to expand leisure, however, would result in low- 
er levels of income and consumption. The politics of 
leisure expansion requires that people be prepared to give 
up actual or potential income in exchange for more time. 
Surveys indicate that relatively few people are prepared to 
reduce their current income for more leisure, though 
quite a substantial number say they would willingly forego 
future gains in income in exchange for more leisure. 

Why aren’t more people willing to trade off some in- 
come for more leisure? The primary reason is that most 
people feel pressed at their current | Is of income. 
Much of the literature on simple living seeks to convince 
people that the tightness of their budgets is illusory: If 
they thought more deeply about money and what it buys, 
they would see that they can cut back without much pain, 
and that whatever they would lose, it would be more than 
made up by what they would gain. There is much truth 
to this argument; if curling up with a good book became 
the dominant pleasure in American life, it would trans- 

form the society. At the same time, as I argued in a pre- 
vious article in these pages (“Money and Our Economic 
Life,” TIKKUN, November/December 1995), the finan- 
cial pressure Americans feel comes from real causes. We 
need to confront the cost of living in America: Why does 
it cost so much to meet core needs? And what can be 
done about it? 

fhe central social objective of a politics of simple liv- 
ing is a society in which fundamental human needs 
can be met at modest levels of income. For most 

Americans, their fundamental needs for safe neighbor- 
hoods, good education, transportation, economic securi- 
ty, and health care are either unmet, or can only be met 
when isolated households achieve high levels of income. 

Except for the poor, the answer is not higher levels of 
personal income, but rather a search for solutions that do 
not rely upon individual income to meet all needs. 
Through shifts in public policy priorities, we can craft a 
society in which we do not need two cars to get to work, 
or a house in the suburbs to ensure our family’s safety, or 
private schools to educate our children, or an IRA or a 
401(k) to have economic security. 

A politics of simple living brings to these familiar areas 
of policy interest a fuller perception of the problem and a 
new criterion for solutions. It is not just that people have 
needs which are not being met; our general approach to 
meeting needs has depended upon increasing personal in- 
comes, which keeps us wedded to the income focus of 
American life. 

Simple living offers a particular lens through which to 
approach areas of policy and social concern. It asks, “Will 
what’s happening here result in a society in which we will 
need more or less personal income to meet central human 
needs?” For instance, how does the economic and social 
collapse of our cities affect the financial demands on those 
lucky enough to flee to private schools, safe neighbor- 
hoods, and two-car garages? This approach identifies the 
connections between our social and our economic life, 
and focuses attention on what has to be done so that mod- 
est income allows a family to support a decent life. It is 
not hostile to the expansion of the public sector, yet it 
does not view government as the only agent in achieving 
this goal. 

Along with expanding leisure and reducing need- 
required income, the achievement of graceful simplicity 
requires change in our notions of income security and 
employment. There is nothing graceful about a life dom- 
inated by fear of losing income, or trapped in work de- 
void of dignity. To make lives ot graceful simplicity possi- 
ble, we need an economy in which our economic rights 
are enhanced. Most fundamentally, this includes a right 
to a job with income sufficient to meet core economic 
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needs. A graceful simplicity movement should not be 
dogmatic about specific programs for achieving that end. 
For instance, such a movement should be open-minded 
and experimental about such issues as raising the minimal 
wage, or expanding the earned-income-tax credit, or pub- 
lic-sector employment, or empowerment zones. 

We are an aging society, and most of us will live longer 
than our parents. Across America, corporations are cut- 
ting back in their commitment to worker pensions, and 
the Social Security system is headed toward fundamental 
crisis as the baby boomers reach so-called “retirement 
age.” If the response to a growing insecurity among mid- 
dle-aged people about their future remains the “every 
man for himself, and woman too” approach of IRAs and 
401(k)s, we will stay mired in the need to earn more. 

A politics of plain living rejects that approach, and 
looks for new answers. Perhaps if we had radically 
shorter hours and different kinds of work, few would 
want to retire at all. This kind of politics turns the de- 
bate in new directions. 

ignity at work means many things. Some work D« are beneath human dignity, yet people of 
great dignity endure them to support their loved 

ones. In part, dignity has to do with power relations be- 
tween worker and boss, and between men and women. 
But the issue of human dignity also has to do with the 
kind of work we are asked to perform. The problem is 
not that a specific task may be arduous, mechanical, or 
repetitive; the issue of human dignity is engaged when an 
entire work life is composed of such tasks. A work life 
that denies our individuality, our creativity, our moral and 
aesthetic sensibility is one that denies our dignity as 
human beings. 

It may well be, as some have argued, that the continued 
introduction of new technologies will have a cleansing 
effect, eliminating repetitive, mechanical, or formulaic 
jobs. If so, it will offer half the solution. The other half lies 
in the creation of millions of meaningful jobs. 

How do we, as a society, find ways of liberating people 
from income pressures, creating meaningful work, yet deal- 
ing successfully with the problems of unsafe neighbor- 
hoods, inadequate education, and inadequate housing? In 
an article last year in TIKKUN (“High Tech Populism,” 
May/June 1995), Jeremy Rifkin put forward an intriguing 
suggestion that can be used to these ends. The government 
would issue income vouchers to individuals seeking jobs in 
the non-profit sector. These would be redeemed by the 
non-profits to cover the costs of training and placement 
in community-building jobs. Indeed, non-profit-sector 
employment could be dramatically increased with an even 
simpler policy change increasing the deduction for charita- 
ble giving to, say, 150 percent of the value, or changing it 
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from a tax deduction that lowers taxable income to a tax 
credit that directly reduces the tax bill. Thus, the politics of 
simple living might suggest opposition to the flat tax, which 
would cut rates and eliminate deductions. An argument 
can be made for keeping tax rates the same or even raising 
them, and crafting credits and deductions to sustain lives of 
graceful simplicity. At the same time, unburdening our- 
selves from an approach to taxation that makes us book- 
keepers of our own lives has a powerful appeal. 

A simple living movement should not pretend to have 
all the answers, and indeed there is a danger of being 
prematurely programmatic. Graceful simplicity is essen- 
tially a vision that redefines what counts as personal and 
social progress in economic matters. It is an alternative to 
undue focus on growth, income, and consumption. 
Within that vision, there may emerge a multiplicity of 
policy agendas. Too much focus on how to get there, 
rather than on changing the consensus on where we want 
to go, runs the risk of reducing the goal to a shopping list 
of programs. What we need in America today is not pri- 
marily a new set of programs, but a rethinking of the fun- 
damentals of economic life. 

et us assume that a politics of simplicity was suc- 
cessful, that we had a society in which leisure was 
ample, needs could be met with limited personal 

income, and jobs and income were secure. What differ- 
ence would it make? I believe it would transform our so- 
cial world. True, some people would watch more TV, but 
more important, it would lead to an outpouring of inter- 
est and energy for the things that really matter to peo- 
ple—enjoying their friends and family, the arts, learning, 
religion, political engagement, and volunteer work. 

In a world in which there was an abundance of truly 
secure jobs that paid $20,000 for twenty-five hours of 
work, and in which this was sufficient to meet our needs, 
the place of employment would recede in our lives. The 
question, “What do you do?” would fade as a way of ask- 
ing what you did for a living. Rather, it would be used to 
ask someone about the range of their activities. For some, 
being a musician or a writer or a political activist might 
coincide with producing a modest income; for others, 
these identities might be avocational, as they make their 
living working three days a week driving a bus. 

A change of this sort would diffuse throughout our so- 
ciety, affecting schooling and childhood itself. Getting on 
the right track, deciding what you want to do (ie., your 
“career path”) would no longer dictate educational prior- 
ities to the extent that they do in the current system. We 
know this is so, because things were different just thirty 
years ago when many of us were young and there was a 
buoyant job market for college graduates. In its own way, 
this would be an opportunity society: not the opportunity 



to get rich, but an abundance of opportunities to pursue 
life’s experiences, and to do so without fear that if a wrong 
choice is made, there is no getting back on the train. 

Is it possible to bring this about? A few years ago, the 
agenda proposed here, focusing on leisure, health, educa- 
tion, housing, and income security would not have 
seemed impossibly ambitious. Yes, it might (though not 
necessarily) mean a larger public sector; it might mean 
more rather than less taxes; it might mean new social pro- 
grams, new efforts to make government work. But noth- 
ing proposed here is beyond what people in Congress 
were thinking about in the 1970s. The original form of 
the Humphrey-Hawkins Act contained an enforceable 
right to a job; this was stripped from the legislation when 
it passed in 1978. Former Congressman Donald Fraser of 
Minnesota (for whom I worked years ago) offered legisla- 
tion to create job sabbaticals. 

Today, we face a crisis in public finance and a general 
disbelief in the ability of government programs to deliver 
on their promises. If what we are talking about is return- 
ing to the unfinished liberal agenda, it is indeed unlikely 
that we will see it happen anytime soon. 

But the politics of simple living is not about govern- 
ment programs, let alone those aimed at discrete social 
problems. Rather, it is about a comprehensive paradigm 
shift in our understanding of how the economic realm re- 
lates to the human good. The conventional, consumeris- 
tic conception tells us that enjoying economic bounty 
largely constitutes the good life; that work is important 
primarily because it serves as a means to goods and ser- 
vices; that a person’s standard of living is thus measured 
by their level of consumption; and that the performance 
of the economic realm as a whole is primarily measured 
by the expansion of the collective pie—that is, by eco- 
nomic growth. 

The simple living paradigm holds that the primary role 
of the economy is to satisfy core needs; beyond meeting 
those needs, economic progress enhances the good life 
insofar as it eliminates toil and expands leisure time. A 
hectic society with high levels of consumption and long 
hours of empty wor! 
the human good. 

is a society that is confused about 

‘ow, then, do we understand the relationship be- 
tween a politics of plain living and a politics of 
meaning? As two different terms for the same 

perspective? As partially overlapping philosophies that 
can make common cause but remain distinct? 

Both outlooks are critical of excessive concern with 
getting and spending and social status. Both reject the 
idea that an individual’s worth is linked to income and 
wealth. Both see a human emptiness and poverty in a life 
centered around getting ahead and “making it.” 

Yet, the politics of meaning is a much more ambitious 
and much more encompassing outlook than the politics 
of simple living. And, I would argue, perhaps for those 
very reasons, it has less potential for actually transforming 
American life. 

The politics of meaning focuses on the creation of a lov- 
ing and caring society. It seeks to find such concern on all 
levels, be it within individual relationships or corporate 
behavior. The politics of plain living that I have advocated 
leaves open certain central elements of what constitutes 
the good life. It envisions an economic life in which, with 
relatively limited hours of paid employment, individuals 
and families can meet their central economic needs. This 
reordering of priorities then opens a space in which, 
secure from economic anxiety, people might pursue the 
good life as best they can find it, be it in relationships with 
friends and family, in service to others, in political strug- 
gle, in pursuit of knowledge, in the arts, in exploring a 
spiritual path. 

As a form of politics, the politics of plain living is less 
expansive and less ambitious than a politics of meaning, 
which would assess social policy and practice, legislation 
and institutions by asking, “Does it produce human be- 
ings who are idealistic and caring, able to sustain loving 
and committed relationships?” The politics of simplicity 
keeps its eye on a few rather concrete socio-economic 
objectives. And, in doing so, it uses different language, 
and has, I believe, a very distinct appeal. 

The focus is much more economic—on increasing 
leisure, limiting the growth of need-required income, and 
insuring income and employment security. This is not to 
say that the politics of plain living is at bottom about eco- 
nomic issues, or that it is a new check-list of liberal 
desiderata. Rather, it is about creating an economic envi- 
ronment that will enable, rather than undermine, people’s 
ability to find lives that make sense. 

If its agenda is more circumscribed and considerably 
less utopian than one that seeks a loving society, it never- 
theless remains daunting, and is similarly subject to the 
charge that it goes well beyond what is realistic and pos- 
sible. But, there is a difference. It may be implausible that 
we might be able to increase taxes so as to provide free 
higher education, or that we can devise government pro- 
grams that will transform corporations into loving 
relaters. But they constitute different kinds of implausi- 
bility. The politics of simplicity has a far more circum- 
scribed sense of what is politically viable. 

The vocabulary and set of problems on which a politics 
of plain living centers are very concrete and relate direct- 
ly to most people’s daily struggles. As a political style, 
there is a marked difference between focusing on why it 
is that we experience a time famine, and why it is that we 

(Continued on p. 76) 
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_ Twelve Points of Unity for 
the Politics of Meaning 

The Foundation for Ethics and Meaning 

he essence of the approach of the politics of meaning is defined in Michael Lerner's book, The Politics of Meaning: Restoring Hope 
and Possibility in an Age of Cynicism and in Peter Gabel’s writings as they appear in TIKKUN magazine, now compiled in a reader 
available from TIKKUN. The Foundation for Ethics and Meaning sees this work as the definitive source for building a politics of mean- 

ing. Many of the ideas derive from the experience of the second wave of feminism, but also from the deepest wisdom of the spiritual and re- 
ligious traditions of the human race. 

Many people have asked us if they have to agree with these founding documents in their entirety. Our answer: of course not. These doc- 
uments define an approach. Yet, people have subsequently pressed us about what aspects of these documents they would have to agree with 
in order to represent themselves as speaking from a politics-of-meaning perspective. Reluctantly, we have drafted the following twelve points 
of unity in response to this request. Our reluctance stems from our understanding that the politics of meaning is far more nuanced and 
complex than these twelve points indicate. Nevertheless, they do provide a basic guideline to the movement's fundamental principles. 

We live in a remarkable moment in human history—a 
moment in which the long-term goals of the human race 
for the past three thousand years (to establish a society 

based on love, caring, mutual respect, and solidarity) have 
suddenly become the short-term survival requirements for 
the planet and for the human race. We are grateful to be alive 
at this moment, and we celebrate the grandeur of magnifi- 
cence of the universe and thank God for having created and 
sustained it. 

Our task is to reject the ethos of selfishness and materi- 
alism in American society, and the alleged common sense 
that teaches us that “looking out for number one” is the 
only rational way to survive. We do not condemn human 
beings for being caught in these dynamics. We are not a 
movement of elitists who think that we are on a higher 
moral plane than other Americans. On the contrary, we 
recognize that in the way our society is structured, virtual 
ly everyone learns that s/he must be selfish and materialis- 
tic in order to survive in our economic marketplace. No 
wonder, then, that most of us have internalized this ethos, 
and many have come to believe that this is the only 
rational way to be. 

Yet when everyone is rewarded for pursuing narrow ma- 
terial self-interest without regard to the consequences of oth- 
ers, the result is a world in which resources are squandered 
and the life support system of the planet is threatened by 
reckless exploitation of the world’s resources and disregard 
for ecological concerns. 

There is nothing fundamentally wrong with self-interest, 
but in our society the pursuit of our own self-interest too of 
ten requires a disregard for the well-being of others. This is 
what we mean by selfishness. It is in everyone’s self-interest to 
live in a society where people are not as much motivated by 
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short-term material self-interest as is the case in contempo- 
rary advanced industrial societies. 

We affirm the possibility of restructuring our society in 
ways that would replace the dominant ethos of selfishness 
and materialism with an ethos of caring, idealism, and spiri- 
tual solidarity. 

We seek to change the “bottom line” in America from 
selfishness to caring, and from materialism to spiritual 
and ethical sensitivity to others. We seek to change the 

definition of productivity and efficiency, so that they are au 
longer defined solely in terms of maximization of wealth and 
power, but are defined in broader terms that include the 

degree to which the given institution or social practice in 
question tends to create ethically, spiritually, and ecological- 
ly sensitive human beings who are capable of sustaining lov- 
ing relationships and friendships. 

The struggle to change the bottom line in this way will 
have profound ramifications for American society. Every so- 
cial practice and every public institution will have to be re- 
configured when they are forced to ask themselves, “How 
much does our current practice actually tend to produce 
human beings who are more loving and caring, more ethi- 
cally, spiritually, and ecologically sensitive?” 

This is not just a matter of a change of consciousness or a 
new language. The process we are describing will involve 
profound transformations of every economic and political 
institution. Yet, we are well aware of the indeterminacy of 
consequences of profound social change, so we envision the 
process as one that will continue for many generations, not 
something to be imposed by government or by some all- 
knowing technocrats, but a democratic process, suffused 
with checks and balances, and shaped by a populace that is 



consciously involved in recreating our world to accord with 
our highest ethical and spiritual idea 

The ethical, spiritual, and psychological needs of hu- 
man beings (including, but not restricted to: the need 
for loving connection with others, the need to be part 

of ethically and spiritually grounded communities of mean- 
ing, the need for loving friendships and strong families, the 
need to live in a world in which each person is recognized 
as precious and valuable, the need to live in a world based 
on justice and peace, and the need to have work that actu- 
alizes our intellectual, emotional, and spiritual capacities) 
are as central to a decent life as our need for economic se- 
curity and individual freedom. 

People are oppressed when these ethical, spiritual, and 
psychological needs are systematically frustrated, re- 
gardless of their membership in a particular ethnic, 

racial, sexual, national or religious community or their eco- 
nomic status. This form of oppression is equally important 
as other forms of economic or political oppression. We re- 
ject the attempt to create “hierarchies” of oppression, or 
to build social movements on the notion that one form of 
oppression is more important than another. Rather, we 
support all the various attempts to eliminate oppression. 
We are aware of the danger that in acknowledging the cen- 
trality of ethical, spiritual and psychological oppression, 
some people will take this as a warrant to turn their backs 
on those who are economically oppressed or those whose 
political or individual rights have been systematically frus- 
trated or denied. We have no intention to abandon the 
struggle for economic justice and political rights. 

What we intend to block, however, is the political situ- 
ation, frequently encoun! red in liberal and progressive 

ets up at a meeting and an- 
that the people in the room are really “privileged” 

and that there aren’t enough of the “truly oppressed” in 
the room. The impact of this dynamic, discounting the 

people who are there and making them feel “inferior to” 

some other group, is not only politically self-destructive 
(because many people don’t want to be part of that kind of 
a movement where they are being treated as implicitly less 
valuable than others), but also wrong (because based on a 
failure to understand the reality of the ethical, spiritual, 
and psychological oppression that we talk about as “the 
deprivation of meaning”) 

circles, in which someone 
nounc 

Because we recognize that the meaning crisis affects 
everyone in the society, we seek to emphasize the com- 
monality of all human beings. We reject most forms of 

“identity politics” and the attempts to privilege “difference” 
as the central notion of progressive politics. We are well 
aware that class differences, racial difference: and gender 

differences remain significant terrains of oppression, and in 
each of these we support those who seek to achieve equality 
of respect and equality of political and economic power. But 
we are also aware of the multiplicity of identities that each of 
us holds, and the ways that most people are both victims and 
victimizers. We believe that everyone in the society loses a 
great deal by being part of a system that valorizes selfishness 
and materialism and fosters narcissistic personality traits. No 
amount of material compensation is sufficient to offset the 
tremendous pain and spiritual disability that we all share by 
virtue of our participation in this kind of world. Because every 
human relationship is somewhat distorted by living in this 
society, every person has the potential to become part of a 
liberatory transformative movement. So we reject the style of 
politics that writes others off just because they disagree with 
us, or that implicitly puts them down just because in some re- 
spects they get material or power benefits from the existing 
system of oppression. The politics of meaning movement is 
meant to be open to all who agree with its principles. We re- 
ject the style of doing politics that seems to suggest that the 
“real” people who must be part of our movement are those 
who are economically or politically oppressed, covertly giving 
the message to others that their participation isn’t so impor- 
tant (because, after all, they are only “white” or “men” or 
“heterosexual,” or some other category that is not “as op- 
pressed” as the “most oppressed”). We reject this thinking 
and all of its corollary principles in terms of organizing. 

We also reject the attempts to make “inclusion” a defining 
notion of progressive politics. live in a society based on 
cynicism, selfishness and materialism. Too often in the past 
years, progressive politics has appeared to be concerned with 
little beyond getting opportunities for previously excluded 
groups so that they could be as selfish, materialistic, and cyn- 
ical as everyone else. Of course, we support the ending of all 
forms of discrimination and inequality, and so support the 
right of everyone to equal participation in the ethos of self- 
ishness and materialism. We don’t believe that previously ex- 
cluded groups should be required to live by a higher ethos 
than everyone else, and we don’t want to use the selfishness 
in the society as an excuse to allow the continuation of any 
form of discrimination. So, we support inclusion, just as we 
support higher wages for workers. These are important bat- 
tles to fight while living in the current society, and we will 
support them. But pardon us if we don’t get very excited 
about a politics of inclusion any more than we get excited 
about a politics of raising wages—it just doesn’t speak deeply 
enough to the central problems we face. 

We have a strong commitment to struggles against sexism, 
racism, homophobia, anti-Semitism, and class oppression. In 
our view, each of these is a way of not seeing others as creat- 
ed in the image of God. Once one recognizes the precious- 
ness and sanctity of all other human beings, and the absolute 
requirement to treat them as such, one is impelled to struggle 
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against social arrangements which give some people dispro- 
portionate power, wealth, and cultural capital, which they 
can use to dominate others. So, it is not inclusion, but social 
justice that we seek. 

We are aware of the very important work being done by 
diversity trainers who help people to see others as created 
in the image of God. Moreover, we understand that the af- 
firmation of particular identities may be an important part 
of the process through which we are able to come into car- 
ing contact with others, a step outside of the extreme indi- 
vidualism of the contemporary world. The affirmation of 
one’s own particular cultural or ethnic heritage can be- 
come a window into the experience of others and their 
particularity. So, we do want to affirm the reality of each 
group’s particular pain. We do not want to create a poli- 
tics that recognizes the pain of the deprivation of meaning 
while ignoring the pain experienced by the suppression of 
particular ethnic, racial, sexual, national, or religious com- 
munities. To refuse, as we do, to make this the central no- 
tion of our politics does not mean that we have to go to the 
other extreme and forget or underplay all the important 
lessons we've learned about the way that majorities tend 
too easily to forget the suffering that this society has in- 
flicted on minorities of all sorts. 

Similarly, in rejecting most versions of identity politics, we 
do not want to underplay another important insight which 
we affirm. We have much to learn from the wisdom of the 
various minority traditions in the United States and from the 
wide variety of cultures and traditions of the human race. We 
are committed to seeking diversity within our movement— 
not out of guilt for what we have done to minorities or diverse 
cultures, but because we know we can learn from each oth- 
er’s wisdom, culture, and accumulated experience. Precisely 
for that reason, the diversity we seek should not be defined 
solely in terms that have been popular in the liberal culture— 
namely, diversity of groups that have been systematically op- 
pressed. While they, too, are an important component of the 
diversity we seek, our notion of diversity must be much wider: 
We want our diversity to include Southern Baptists, Mor- 
mons, Catholics, Evangelicals, Orthodox Jews, Buddhists, 
and Hindus; we want it to include Italians, Poles, Serbs, Ger: 
mans, Vietnamese, Chinese, Japanese and people from 
African and Asian countries; we want it to include people 
who are miners, truck drivers, insurance salespeople, 
waitresses, secretaries, computer experts, lawyers, college 
professors, poets, construction workers, farm workers and 
members of the armed services and government employees 
and independent farmers, small businesspeople, leaders of 
major corporations, people who have been downsized out of 
employment, child-care workers, teachers, post office em- 
ployees and ...well, you get the point: Diversity is not just the 
politically correct categories, but also economic, geographi- 
cal, and cultural diversity. 
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We seek a cross-class alliance between middle- 
income people and the poor and powerless. Liberal 
and progressive forces have often focused most of 

their attention on speaking to and for the needs of the eco- 
nomically or politically rights-deprived. But that has not yield- 
ed a cross-class alliance, because in the process, the Left has 
given a message to middle-income people that suggests that 
their needs are to be valued less. White men, in particular, 
have often felt that they had to be on the defensive for being 
born white and male, and to endure suggestions that they as 
individuals were responsible for the oppression of everyone 
else. This way of doing politics is mistaken and self-defeating. 
It turns people away from a progressive orientation and hence 
makes it impossible to build the kind of cross-class alliance 
that would help the poor and the powerless. 

What makes this a progressive politics of meaning is that it 
both rejects the sexism, racism, homophobia, anti-Semitism, 
and xenophobia of the Right and the pandering to narrow 
material self-interests of the middle class. In our view, to pay 
serious attention to the meaning needs of middle-income peo- 
ple requires a societal assault on the ethos of selfishness and 
materialism—and this can only be done by reversing the nar- 
rowing of our circles of concern and attention. 

Instead, we need to broaden our circles of caring, so that 
we build a world in which people care about each other, 
both locally and globally. 

Our task is to show people that the kind of world they 
want to have in their most intimate personal relations, in 
their families, and with their friends, is a world that cannot 
be obtained without reversing the selfishness that lets us 
close our ears to the pain of others, whether they be in 
America’s inner cities or in the refugee camps or city slums 
of Africa and Asia. An ethos of caring and love is the only 
solution to our most basic problems, and that can only be 
accomplished through building a world based on love and 
caring. 

We are a progressive pro-families force. We include in 
our definition of families non-traditional family forms, 
including single-parent families, gay and lesbian 

families, and families without children. 
We believe that the primary building block for a society 

is not the isolated individual entering into relationship 
with others through voluntary contract, but human beings 
already deeply intertwined and interdependent with oth- 
ers from the moment of conception and throughout the 
rest of our lives. It is this rich network of interdependence 
which we seek to validate and support in opposition to the 
ethos of individualism and “looking out for number one” 
that is embedded in the competitive marketplace. 

In our view, right-wingers who champion the family are 
deeply misguided, not only because they do not recognize as 
legitimate the diversity of forms that family life takes, but also 



and primarily because they do not recognize how the very 
economic institutions that the Right supports, with their deep 
enmeshment in an ethos of materialism and selfishness, are 
the main subverters of loving relationships and of family life. 
We are committed to helping people build stronger relation- 
ships and families, both by supporting the obviously neces- 
sary traditional social democratic agenda (full employment, a 
family wage capable of supporting a family at a comfortable 
standard of living, housing, health care, child care, family 
leave, and adjustments in work schedules to permit conscien- 
tious parenting) and by waging a deeper campaign against the 
biggest enemy of family life: the materialism and selfishness of 
the competitive market 

At the same time, we reject attempts to coerce people to 
remain in oppressive relationships. Strong families and last- 
ing relationships depend on free choice, and that is only pos- 
sible if single people are t ated with respect and do not feel 
coerced into relationships, if people in relationships feel ad- 
equate social support to get out of them when they become 
abusive or oppressive, and if women do not face economic 
conditions that make them feel they must be in families in or- 
der to survive economically. Many of these points are pre- 
sented in the Covenant with American Families developed 
by TIKKUN magazine. But we also reject the tendency in some 
circles on the Left to approach “family” with such a degree 
of suspicion that all they can talk about is how the current 
family form is oppressive. We want to acknowledge that 
whatever the defects of many contemporary families, the 
aspiration that leads most Americans to want to support 
families, namely the desire to have an institution totally dedi- 
cated to providing love and safety for individuals regardless 
of their accomplishments in the larger world, deserves to be 
respected and honored. 

We support social responsibility—an ethos of caring 
for others that must be manifest at the individual, cor- 
porate, and governmental level. This means that we re- 

ject the model of a movement that focuses only on what oth- 
ers should do, while leaving ourselves free to pursue our own 
narrow, self-indulgent agenda. A movement for social respon- 
sibility must start with serious self-scrutiny and a commitment 
to personal integrity. Yet we also know the dangers of such a 
movement, which we recently witnessed in the “political cor- 
rectness” phenomenon: the temptation for everyone to bash 
everyone else for not being morally transformed or meaning- 
oriented or spiritually sensitive “enough.” So we start with a 
commitment to personal integrity, repentance, and an on- 
going willingness to take personal responsibility, but reject co- 
ercive communal mechanisms that would impose morality on 
individuals and would eliminate the important and still-need- 
ed private space, free from communal scrutiny or invasion. 

On the corporate level, we call for a new bottom line as de- 
scribed above. We seek to create a market stem in which 

economic institutions function within a framework of 
community-determined rules, values, and relationships. We 
will work for measures to reward those firms that operate by 
the principle of social responsibility, and to punish those that 
do not. We will also work to reform the system of finance to 
create a more equitable distribution of capital ownership, 
greater accountability of capital to people and communities, 
longer-term investment perspectives, and more equitable 
sharing of work and opportunities for leisure. 

We believe that government should be a vehicle for our col- 
lective caring for each other, and this requires that political in- 
stitutions be democratically accountable and that governmental 
administrative institutions transcend the bureaucratic aloofness 
and insensitivity to the public that characterizes too many gov- 
ernmental bureaucracies, whether federal, state, or local. We 
wish to see government return to a spirit of public service that 
overtly manifests caring and respect for citizens—not just 
“objectively” (by delivering services or money), but “subjective- 
ly” (by the way it treats the people whom it deals with directly). 
We do not, however, support cavalier attempts to downsize 
government by the reckless dismantling of social programs for 
the poor and powerless and the removal of public controls on 
private profiteering at the expense of ethical or ecological sensi- 
bilities. Nor do we support an ethos of privatization that 
seems to suggest that caring for one another is no longer a 
shared responsibility, but merely another voluntary market 
choice among many possible choices we might decide to pursue in 
personal life. 

We believe that caring for each other is a central defining 
moral obligation, and that our economic, governmental, and 
civil institutions must be shaped to maximize the ways that 
caring is given public expression. At the same time, we sup- 
port the separation of powers and the protections of civil lib- 
erties that have been won through decades of courageous 
struggle by liberals and civil libertarians. We also support de- 
mocratization of the public sphere, including severe restric- 
tions on the role of capital in public campaigns, the opening 
of all public media to a wide variety of opinions and political 
parties (not just the two “major parties”), and measures to 
make it easier for citizens to put new parties on the ballot and 
to put citizen-initiated ballot measures to public referenda. 
Many of these points are spelled out more fully in the Social 
Responsibility Initiative (printed in the May/June 1996 issue 
of TIKKUN magazine), and those who speak for the politics of 
meaning are committed to the specifics of that proposal. 

A politics of meaning is not about conventional 
politics—it is about challenging the ethos of selfish- 
ness and materialism wherever it distorts our lives. 

Just as the women’s movement did not rely upon big govern- 
ment to legislate an end to inequality in personal relation- 
ships, so we do not intend to rely on government to rectify 
the many distortions in daily life caused by the ethos of 
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selfishness and materialism. So, despite all the attempts of 
others to reduce this movement to an attempt to impose a 
particular religious or ethical or psychological vision on the 
society by using big government to shove things down 
people’s throats, we insist that we are not primarily interested 
in using government as a vehicle for establishing a meaning- 
oriented society. “The politics” of “the politics of meaning 
refers to a broader conception of politics—politics not as the 
attempt to run for office or grab power, but as the activity of 
a community collectively defining its own goals and institu- 
tions (an activity that can often take place in civil society with 
out any connection to the state). 

The process of making changes in civil society involves 
consciousness-raising and it involves concrete struggles to 
change the bottom line in many economic and social institu 
tions. There will be moments when government may be use 
ful to advance this process (for example, in providing tax 
incentives for corporations that issue a yearly “ethical impact 
report” as envisioned in the Social Responsibility Initiative) 
But most of the changes will take place through democratic 
reconstruction of our social practices and social institutions in 
a more direct way. For example, we envision unions begin 
ning to expand their focus to address meaning issues, both in 
the way they conduct their own meetings and in the issues 
they raise in collective bargaining. Or, we imagine teachers 
and parents shifting school curricula so that teaching empathy 
becomes a central focus. We envision the public demanding 
that media be less cynical, and beginning to support those 
media that no longer assume that people are only motivated 
by narrow short-term material self-interest. Similarly, we 
envision community mobilizations to reshape corporate 
priorities, in the process aiding those inside corporations who 
very much wish to support corporate social responsibility but 
who have previously felt that this was utopian when they did 
not have the support of a public movement pushing in this 
direction. We envision people in every workplace doing their 
own conscious reshaping of work, just as we envision them 
taking positive actions to introduce ethical and spiritual 
sensibilities in the institutions that they create and sustain in 
private life. 

There is no one correct strategy. “Power to the imagina- 
tion” remains one of the elements in a politics of meaning 
perspective. For that reason, a politics of meaning will en- 
courage the development of art, music, dance, and celebra- 
tion as a central part of its practice. Our serious commitment 
to political and economic change must be matched by an 
equally serious commitment to building a way of doing poli 
tics that expresses joy, affirms pleasure, and encourages play- 
fulness and mutual delight in each other 

We are committed to a policy of compassion, 
not only for those who are our actual or likely 
allies, but also for those with whom we disagree 

30 TIKKUN VOL. 11, No. 4 

and those who are unlikely to ever join in our social move- 
ments. Our politics derives from a recognition that every 
human being is created in the image of God (or, in secular 
language, that every human being is fundamentally valuable 
and, in Kantian terms, an “end” and not merely a “means” to 
someone else’s ends). This commits us to valuing even those 
who are taking actions that we find oppressive or destruc- 
tive—we oppose the action, but continue to recognize and 
value the people involved. So we reject the tendency to de- 
mean those with whom we disagree, though we encourage 
vigorous struggle against viewpoints that we believe to be 
misguided or mistaken. 

A policy of compassion leads us to put the following 
question at the forefront of our thinking about how to deal 
with those with whom we disagree: “What are the legiti- 
mate needs that underlie these mistaken politics, and how 
do we separate that part from policies that we see as hurt- 
ful?” As applied to the American Right, this leads us to 
acknowledge that many people move to the Right because 
the Right is speaking to the meaning needs, albeit in a dis- 
torted way (by blaming the selfishness and materialism in 
American life on African Americans, gays and lesbians, 
feminists, Jews, immigrants, and on liberals who are 
supposedly using big-government programs to pander to 
the alleged selfishness of the aforementioned groups). As 
applied to the American Left and liberals, this leads us to 
acknowledge that much of the suspicion of “meaning” and 
“community” and of any religious or ethical approach is 
based on the quite legitimate supposition that this lan- 
guage has been used in the past as a cover for racist, sex- 
ist, homophobic, and xenophobic practices that we ought 
to reject. While we reject the Left’s anti-spiritual biases, 
we do honor their commitment to ensure that these kinds 
of oppressions will not be covertly slipped back into pop- 
ular discourse, or that the struggle against sexist, racist, 
and homophobic practices will not be undermined, in the 
name of a meaning orientation. So, while we are not a 
movement of the Left or the Right, we believe that there 
are lessons to be learned from both political camps, as well 
as much to be rejected. 

Most of us wish to live in a world in which we can actual- 
ize our highest ideals, but few of us believe that that is ever go- 
ing to be possible in “the real world.” Our movement seeks to 
change that assessment by challenging our common-sense 
conception of what is realistic and by encouraging each of us 
to take more action and give greater public visibility to the 
most caring and loving parts of ourselves. 

We wish to encourage a flood of gratuitous acts of kind- 
ness and caring, as well as public struggles to remake our 
social and economic institutions in ways that will reward eth- 
ical and spiritual sensitivity and behavior. Yet at each stage in 
the building of our movement we will consciously resist those 
who would introduce ruthless self-doubting and self- 



blaming, manifested in accusations against each other or our- 
selves that “we aren’t compassionate enough.” We must be 
compassionate not only to others, but to ourselves as we build 
a compassionate movement 

Compassion has sometimes been used by liberals as a code 
word for additional social programs for the poor. While such 
programs may sometimes be useful, we use this word in a 
quite different sense—one that calls for active caring and 
involvement with other human beings—not a detached com- 
mitment, stemming from one’s sense of guilt about the 
suffering of others, which leads to blanket support for higher 
taxes and social programs that pour money in place of actual 
involvement and caring. A meaning-oriented compassion 
means real connection, not detached and distanced support 
for social programs run by someone el: 
that we neither know nor care about 

We believe that American life would be greatly en- 3 1 tiched by an infusion of wisdom from the world’s 
spiritual and religious traditions. While we support 

First Amendment protections against the establishment of any 
particular religious tradition, and oppose any attempts to use 
public institutions to privilege any particular religious tradi- 
tion, we support a deepening of American public life through 
learning from and drawing upon the rich insights derived from 
a spiritual orientation toward the world 

We approach the task of bringing a spiritual and religious 
sensibility into our practice as a social movement with joy and 
with caution. Joy, because we believe that such a movement 
will allow us to approach politics with a wholesome integra- 
tion that liberal politics has heretofore eschewed. Caution, 
because we are well aware of racist, sexist, homophobic, 
hierarchical, and paranoid elements that have been incor- 
porated into many religious traditions in the past. We are 
committed to making our movement welcoming to those who 
feel uncomfortable with traditional religious and spiritual 
concerns, but who share with us an understanding of the 
sanctity of human beings and the need to overcome a tech- 
nocratic consciousness. 

In particular, we reject the technocratic framework that 
tends to see everything, including people and the planet, as 
“resources” that are to be judged valuable to the extent that 
they can produce something for somebody. A spiritual orien- 
tation encourages that we look at the world not only for what 
it can do for us, but also from the standpoint of awe, wonder 
and amazement at the overwhelming grandeur and beauty of 
the universe. It is this same sense of awe and wonder that is 
central to how we orient ourselves toward other human be- 
ings, thereby rejecting a market-consciousness that teaches us 
to see others primarily in terms of what we can “get” from 
them 

Liberal politics in particular has urged people to leave their 
religious or spiritual beliefs at the door when they enter pro- 

> for someone else 

gressive political arenas. A progressive politics of meaning 
does the opposite, urging people to bring their deepest truths 
with them, to embrace them, and to share them with all of us. 

We will build a spiritually oriented politics that seeks to 
build a world in which this awe, wonder, and amazement is a 
central part of daily life, and in which work, family life, media, 
and societal institutions give people time, space, and encour- 
agement to pay attention to this dimension of reality. 

In this same spirit, we will challenge the anti-religious and 
anti-spiritual tendencies in some circles of the Left and in 
many circles of the technocratic center of American politics 
and American media. People who are part of the politics of 
meaning movement do not have to be personally involved in a 
religious community or spiritual practice, but we do reject the 
pervasive hostility to religious and spiritual realities that is part 
of important sections of liberal and progressive culture. 

In particular, people who work in our politics of meaning 
community should be willing to participate in creating new 
forms of celebration—celebration both of each other’s con- 
tribution to building a more loving and healing world, and 
also celebration of the grandeur of the universe. We will not 
tolerate the re-creation within our movement of a fiercely sec- 
ular attitude that sneers at or resists the introduction of spiri- 
tual reflection and celebration, prayer, and thanksgiving, in 
the midst of our activities. We understand that attempting to 
create a spiritual space for communal celebration that at the 
same time does not impose upon anyone any particular reli- 
gious tradition is going to be a creative and innovative task— 
but we are committed to adding that dimension to what would 
otherwise be a detached-from-body-and-soul kind of politics. 

crippled so many liberal and progressive move- 
ents in the past several decades. We are well aware 

of the misuse of power that has sometimes accompanied 
unchecked political leadership, particularly in mainstream 
politics. But in the meantime, in social-change circles, the 
pendulum has swung too much in the opposite direction, and 
progressive social-change movements are often self-crippling 
because they subvert their own leaders through endless 
attacks, gossip, and disrespectful behavior. In other parts of 
the political spectrum, these problems may be offset by lead- 
ers receiving hefty salaries and public acclaim. But in the pro- 
gressive movements, most people who provide leadership do 
so at their own expense, and often at the expense of loss of 
career opportunities and recognition by established academic, 
political, and journalistic forms of social credibility. Given this 
reality, it becomes extremely difficult to keep people involved 
in social-change movements when they realize that their will- 
ingness to give of themselves and their talents not only sets 
them up for attack by those opposed to these movements, but 
also by those within the movements who share similar goals. 

In the politics of meaning movement, we oppose the 

1 Je reject the anti-leadership tendencies that have 
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tendency to attack leaders. While we believe that leadership 
can be subjected to useful critique and adjustment, we believe 
that the conditions of safety for giving that critique must be set 
with great sensitivity to the humanity of leaders. Moreover, we 
believe that it is a perfectly legitimate goal of our movement to 
help provide gratification of legitimate needs for support, ap 
preciation, recognition, acknowledgment, not only of leaders 
but of everyone who is engaged in the movement. 

We want to make leadership in our movement a desirable 
position rather than an invitation for attack and subversion. 
For that reason, we will give great attention to responding to 
attacks on our leadership from people on the Left, the Right, 
and the cynical middle who use these attacks on individuals 
to avoid a serious confrontation with the powerful ideas that 
these leaders are advancing. We expect people who are part 
of this movement to support their leaders publicly and to 
challenge others who engage in put-downs of our leaders or 
our core ideas (e.g., these points of unity). 

As in every other of these points of unity, this one can be 
taken too far. We do not want to give leaders a blank check, 
nor do we want to support wild ego-tripping. As in so much 
else, this is a question of establishing a balance, of finding the 
mean between extremes, and of rectifying what are today 
unprecedented imbalances that flow from a history of anti- 

ford like to join 1d 
l the Foundation for Ethics and M 
: (We request an annual donation of 1 your annual 

income, or at least $100, whichever is bership. If your 
] annual income is below $10,000, you may join for a donation of $50, 

OBBill my credit card for a donation of $. per 
| month or $ for a year’s membership. 

lal’d like to subscribe 
i to TIKKUN for 0$31/1 year or O$52/2 years 

= a TOTAL FEE ENCLOSED 

(0 Gheck enclosed (Make checks payable 
|r the Foundation for Ethics and Meaning) 
| Crea Card OVisa Mastercard 
+ Credit Card Number. 

+ Expiration date 

» NAME 

ADDRESS 

City/State/Zip ATKN796 

Day PHONE EVENING PHONE 

Mail to: Foundation for Ethics and Meaning, 
7 951 Cragmont, Berkeley, CA 94708 
So 

32 TIKKUN VOL. 11, No.4 

leadership in the progressive world, itself derived from its 
historical opposite. There are never absolute formulas for 
finding balance and the mean between the extremes, so the 
best we can hope for is to develop practical wisdom as we de- 
velop through the coming years. 

If you agree with the Points of Unity, you are invited to 
join the Foundation for Ethics and Meaning. The Founda- 
tion does the following: 
Develops policy papers that show how the politics of mean- 
ing can translate into concrete social policies; 
Leads a national campaign to challenge media cynicism; 
Trains leadership to understand and articulate the politics of 
meaning perspective; 
Creates national and regional conferences which bring 
together people engaged in meaning-oriented social 
change work; 
Challenges the Right’s claim to be the only pro-family, pro- 
God, pro-values force in the society—and challenges the sex- 
ism, racism, homophobia, xenophobia and anti-Semitism that 
persists in some sectors of the society; 
Promotes local study groups and other local activities to 
promote a politics-of-meaning perspective. 

FURTHER INVOLVEMENT: 
1. Read The Politics of Meaning: Restoring Hope and 

Possibility in an Age of Cynicism by Michael Lerner. If your lo- 
cal bookstore is unable to carry it (available from Addison- 
Wesley publishers), send us $26 and we'll send you a copy 
Then, read Peter Gabel’s collected writings on the politics of 
meaning (send a check for $8 and we will send them to you). 

2. Join or form a local chapter. Participate in a local Foun- 
dation Training, to be offered in most regions at least once a 
year. And come to the National Summit on Ethics and Mean- 
ing in 1997 (details in future issues of TIKKUN). 

3. Receive advanced training—if you wish to be a leader of 
a local chapter, or if you wish to use a meaning-orientation in 
your own work or as a meaning consultant. To apply for the 
advanced training, send a letter describing what you like (and 
what you don’t) in The Politics of Meaning, how it applies to 
you, and what you’d like to do with the training. The first 
available advanced training is August 27-30. See the inside 
back cover for details. 

To join: We request an annual donation of 1/2 of 1 per- 
cent of your annual income, or at least $100, whichever is 
greater, for membership. If your annual income is below 
$10,000, you may join for a donation of $50. 

We also request that members become subscribers to 
TIKKUN magazine. TIKKUN is the place where we hold many 
of the debates and discussions about how to build a politics 
of meaning perspective. To keep up with the discussions in 
the Foundation, please subscribe to TIKKUN. 



SPECIAL Focus II: THE NATIONAL SUMMIT ON ETHICS AND MEANING 

Meaning Matters 

‘ore than 1,700 people gathered in Washington, 
D.C. last April 14-16 for the first National Sum- 
mit on Ethics and Meaning. By the time this 

magazine is in your hands, thousands more will have come 
together at regional summits in Seattle, San Francis 
Minneapolis, Ann Arbor, Portland, and Los Angeles. 

The written word cannot capture the excitement that 

cO, 

these events generate for attendees, who find themselves 
with others who share the desire to build a politics of 
meaning movement. Many people who attended the 
three-day National Summit describe 
the exhilarating experience of finding 
a movement in which they could fully 
claim both their progressive politics 
and their religious or spiritual commit- 
ment. Transcripts of speeches or pan- 
el discussions can only hint at the level 

y and the flow of ideas that the 
Summit created, 
of ener 

Yet the selections we've assembled 
below can give reade s a sense of the 
range of issues and perspectives at the 
Summit. Many speakers take the poli- 
tics of meaning ideas and add dimen 
sions and insights that will deepen our 
understanding. It is our fervent hope 
that in the coming years, those writ- 
ers, thinkers, and activists, joined by 
many others—including you, our 
readers—will participate in the process of developing 
these ideas, applying them in novel and creative ways. 

At the same time, it is important to underscore that 
some of the speakers at the Summit do not reflect a 
politics of meaning perspective. There are those who 

take a traditional liberal stance, focusing on economic 
and lega ] inequities and privation without broadening 
their definition of oppression to include an under- 
standing of the frustration of ethical, spiritual, and 
psychological needs that we call the deprivation of 

meaning. Even some of those activists who pursue 
social change from a religious perspective are inclined 
to use biblical texts to bolster the standard liberal 
agenda, rather than seeking to broaden that agenda by 
acknowledging the crisis of meaning in contemporary 
American life. Sometimes you hear in these talks a 
reversion to traditional identity politics of the sort to 
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which the politics of meaning seeks to be an 
alternative. 

So, in what follows, you won’t necessarily find an ex- 
plication of the politics of meaning as it’s been developed 
in TIKKUN, in articles by such writers as Michael Bader, 
Peter Gabel, and Michael Lerner, or in Michael Lerner’s 
book, The Politics of Meaning. Instead, we present here a 
record of a variety of responses to and interpretations of 
these ideas. It is part of our notion of serious intellectual 
exchange that we encourage people with different and 

sometimes opposing perspectives to present their ideas, 
and that is precisely what we did at the Summit. 

We are offering only a small portion of the National 
Summit’s rich, exciting, and intellectually stimulating 
conversation. Technical failures resulted in our inability 
to tape and hence to transcribe some memorable sessions 
and speakers. Space limitations in TIKKUN prevent us 
from printing a great many of the s 
tape. Nevertheless, in this 

sions we do have on 
IKKUN and in the next, 

we bring you a representative sample of our speakers. 
Full sets of the taped sessions, as well as tapes of in- 

dividual sessions, are available from Sound Horizons, at 
1-800-524-8355. 

And, if you'd like to participate in the ongoing 

sue of 

process of building the politics of meaning community, 
join the Foundation for Ethics and Meaning. (See 
p. 32 for membership information.) 0 
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PLATFORM FOR A POLITICS OF MEANING 

Law and the Politics of Meaning 

Nanette Schorr 

’m an attorney working in a legal services office in 
the South Bronx. My primary practice area is repre 
senting parents whose children are involved with 

the foster-care system. 
The kinds of questions raised before this forum have 

been in the minds of both our most eminent jurists and 
those for whom exposure to the law was only a passing 
stage in the development of a humanistic philosophy. 

As Mohandas Gandhi stated in his autobiography: 

Thad learnt the true practice of law. I had learnt 
to find out the better side of human nature and to 
enter men’s hearts. I realized that the true function 
of a lawyer was to unite parties riven asunder. This 
lesson was so indelibly burnt into me that a large 
part of my time during the twenty years of my prac- 
tice as a lawyer was occupied in bringing about pri- 
vate compromise of hundreds of cases. I lost noth- 
ing thereby—not even money; certainly not my soul. 

Sd many people are attempting to address the kinds 
of questions that are being addressed in this forum to- 
day—in preparation for this talk I reviewed articles and 
books that spoke in many different paradigms—the crit- 
ical legal studies movement, feminist jurisprudence, the 
legal storytelling and empathy in the law movements, 
the law and context and law and policy movements, 
movements that I would suspect many practicing 
lawyers are unfamiliar with. 

Yet, there is something about having this conversa- 
tion at this conference, in the context of an effort to en- 
gage society on multiple levels around the concept of a 
politics of meaning, an effort that I have partaken in, 
that makes having this discussion here, and me being a 
spokesperson for that discussion as part of that larger 
effort, something qualitatively different; for the most 
common objection I hear to legal reform proposals is 
that it would require a differently functioning national 
community for those reforms to be effective, and my re- 
sponse can now be: We’re envisioning a world where 
change is occurring on multiple levels in tandem, so 

Nanette Schorr is a family law attorney in New York City 
specializing in child welfare issues. 
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that we need not speak of legal reform in isolation from 
other change, though we will be implementing these 
changes in a world in flux that has not yet fully ab- 
sorbed a politics of meaning, and in that sense the re- 
forms are risky ones. 

lhe question at this panel today is how do we re- 
form legal institutions in ways that address the 
concerns of those who feel disillusioned with the 

legal system, with lawyers as representatives of that sys- 
tem, or with their own professional lives if they are at- 
torneys. This is a discussion not just about institutional 
reform, but about the effect of legal practice on the 
souls of practitioners. 

I am part of the group that defines ourselves as pub- 
lic-interest lawyers, since I work in a law office that rep- 
resents indigent people and is funded by the government. 
We public-interest lawyers tend to separate ourselves 
from the rest of legal practitioners because of what we 
define as our social consciousness, and because of the 
ends we are trying to achieve. Yet, not all public-interest 
legal work is designed at ending oppressive or discrimi- 
natery practices, or at protecting against arbitrary or ne- 
glectful governmental behavior, and even if much of it is, 
sometimes public interest lawyers are simply represent- 
ing private individuals with very private goals who can- 
not afford to hire an attorney. Yet, we practice in the 
same courts, and often in the same ways, that other 
lawyers practice; and our goal, as theirs, is to obtain our 
clients’ ends at ali costs. So, while I honor the work and 
commitment of public-interest lawyers in our struggle 
against poverty, injustice, and discrimination, I propose 
that we public-interest lawyers reintegrate ourselves into 
the rubric of the legal profession and talk about repair- 
ing our own practice in the same ways that lawyers in 
other parts of the profession need to repair theirs. 

Legal culture reinforces thinking that equates justice for 
one’s own client with justice per se, with “justice” being 
defined as the course which benefits one’s own client. Yet, 
when advocates achieve a result they believe violates their 
sense of justice, regardless of whether it helps or hurts 
their cause, whether they are troubled by it or proudly at- 
tribute it to their legal acumen, these advocates’ souls— 
that is, their integrity, or sense of self—are affected. 



Legal culture says it is immaterial whether there is 
any connection between a lawyer’s personal belief in a 
cause and the words used to advocate that cause, so 
that while a lawyer argues compellingly one cannot as- 

sume the lawyer believes what she is saying. 
In many of the country’s large law firms, work has 

become highly specialized and economic productivity 
the primary measure of value, depriving lawyers of a 
feeling of pride in their craft and connection to their 
work community. While lip serv: ce is paid to the notion 
that a good lawyer is a devoted citizen who cares for the 
public good and is willing to sacrifice for it, law firm 
hours are so long and enervating that it is difficult to 
find either the time or energy to do so. 

The same qualities that contribute to being a good 
citizen—a commitment to creation of political commu- 
nity, a sympathetic treatment of the values of others, a 
willingness to stand up to injustice (and that is a word 
we need to reintroduce into legal discourse and recog- 
nize it is not naive or unsophisticated to use that term), 
ethical principles—make a good lawyer. Yet, the orga- 
nization of legal practice makes it difficult for lawyers 
to honor their own values. 

s lawyers, we are frequently faced with dilemmas 
which force us to violate one of our central com- 

nitments—to our clients, whose interests we are 
bound to represent zealously, or to our own sense of what 
is good in society. This dilemma is not unique to legal 
practice—it arises in many other contexts, where institu- 
tions and ethical codes require professionals to act in ways 
they feel are not good for society or for themselves. 

The dilemma is resolved in our legal culture in the 
following way: A lawyer is expected to put her clients’ 
interests above all others, unless doing so would violate 
legal ethics or violate the law (such as jury tampering, 
or knowingly placing a client who is about to perjure 
himself on the witness stand). Yet, this resolution may 
be bad for society (for example, where clients pursue 
frivolous or very marginal claims), not only because of 
the impact on those forced to defend the suit and the 
public cost of the suit, but because doing so under- 
mines social confidence in the legal system as capable of 
safeguarding rights. 

While procedural safeguards to limit or dispose of 
frivolous claims at the outset could address this prob: 
lem in part, no procedural solution can really solve it, 
unless there is a change in the outlook of both lawyer 
and client. Adjustment can only be made through a 
change in the dominant paradigm. 

In his recent book, The Lost Lawyer, Anthony Kron- 
man, dean of Yale Law School, describes three differ- 
ent types of roles the lawyer plays with regard to a 

client—the initial assessment and investigation of the 
case, a counseling role, in helping the client plan for his 
or her future, and an advocacy role. The counseling 
role, which I’d like to focus on for purposes of this dis- 
cussion, is far more than a technocratic task. The lawyer 
must not only explain the law to a client, identify for 
the client the legal consequences of pursuing her goals, 
but must also point out inherent conflicts or tensions 
between the objective the client is articulating and the 
client’s other ends. Yet, the lawyer could ethically go 
further. The lawyer could counsel the client with regard 
to how the client’s goals and the means the client is 
choosing to actualize them, affect the public good, 
whether that public be the client’s own immediate cir- 
cle or a larger social context. 

For example, if the client was considering undertaking 
a custody battle, the lawyer would raise with the client, as 
part of legal counseling, the question of how this battle 
would affect the children, the children’s other parent, 
and the parent’s attempts to inculcate the value of mutu- 
al respect. If the lawyer is counseling an employer, 
exploring whether she has considered the cost to her 
worker of laying him off—even if it is not technically age 
discrimination to do so—the effect on the morale of 
other workers, the message you are sending them about 
their value, and in turn the long-term effect of employee 
demoralization on building a viable business. 

Even after litigation has begun, the lawyer should 
continue counseling his client about the question of the 
public good. The lawyer should raise the question of 
whether there are limits to the pain one should inflict on 
an opposing party, if doing so would even in some small 
way help to achieve one’s litigation goal. The question 
becomes more difficult where the failure to pursue these 
courses could determine the outcome of the case. Yet, 
that fact should not inhibit the counseling lawyer from 
raising these hard issues with the client, and even from 
counseling the client to take an ethical rather than a self- 
interested position. Legal counseling does not have to 
be value-neutral; litigation can lead to scenarios that 
negate the humanity of the persons involved. 

t is often said that ours is a litigious society; and I 
suspect that materialism or the satisfaction of emo- 
tional needs through litigation cannot be the sole 

explanation. It certainly can’t be because the legal sys- 
tem is so capable of delivering justice to the many who 
sue. In Soul of the Lawyer, Benjamin Sells argues that 
people sue more now because there is a rise in “an in- 
tolerance that transforms alternative views into oppos- 
ing ones.” He explains this in terms of a deficiency in 
our ability and in our willingness to look clearly at what 
the other is thinking or feeling. While we as lawyers 

ETHics SUMMIT 35 



seek to empower our clients, it is hard to do so when 
our clients are ceding control over their lives to the 
courts. I often consider legal success stories those cases 
where I succeed in dissuading a client from undertak- 
ing potentially harmful litigation (although this is not to 
say litigation should always be avoided; I am not “anti- 
litigation.”) In some cases, undertaking litigation is 
courageous, and necessary to reclaiming one’s sense of 
personal dignity, or in safeguarding one’s economic, so- 
cial, or civil rights, and we lawyers should be proud of 
our expertise in our craft and our ability to help our 
clients do that. Litigation should be undertaken for rea- 
sons related to these goals, and conducted in that way. 

While lawyers can counsel clients, we cannot be suc- 
cessful in our efforts to have clients consider the public 
good unless our clients have some vision of community 
building, which is why it is difficult to talk about chang- 
ing the legal system outside of a larger politics-of-meaning 
discourse. In turn, lawyers will not counsel their clients in 
these ways unless we ourselves have adopted such a vi- 
sion. The starting point for such a vision is for the lawyer 
as an individual to have compassion for herself, or, as An- 
thony Kronman described it, “have compassion for the 
lost causes of her soul, together with a clear-eyed accep- 
tance of their loss, its magnitude and its permanence.” 

In law school we are taught to look at all positions 
with an objective eye, so that we begin to see the justice 
in positions we rejected earlier as unfair. This sense of 
being able to look at things from all sides, while giving 
future lawyers analytic strength, can also lead to cyni- 
cism. Having lawyers focus on developing their ability to 
see problems not just from a partisan point of view, and 
not just instrumentally (so the lawyer could better pre- 
dict for a client what the outcome of a lawsuit might be, 
that is, how a judge would be likely to decide it), but 
from the point of view of the good of the community, as 
a judge ideally would, could begin to counter cynicism. 
Such an approach could also serve to address the alien- 
ation lawyers feel from our colleagues, as it brings a larg- 
er social vision into an individually based legal practice. 

Lawyers may play multiple roles in their clients’ 
cases and should be prepared to accept and cope with 
the complexity of doing that. I may be empowering my 
client by encouraging her to make decisions that give 
her life some coherence and integrity, to make choices 
that move her forward on important projects. For ex- 
ample, in a custody case I might say to my client, “It 
looks like you’re not going to be able to obtain full cus- 
tody of your child, although I know how important that 
is to you and what a terrible sense of loss you must feel. 
But you want to settle this case now so you can maxi- 
mize what I perceive is most important to you, which is 
your relationship with your child, rather than the fight- 
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ing.” This approach, acknowledging the complexity 
and depth of human desire and motivation, does most 
justice to our clients’ humanity, and to our own. 

For the lawyer to best effectuate her clients’ goals, she 
must be able to help the client envision different types 
of communities where these goals might be achieved. 
This is more than trying to see if a case can be settled, it 
means looking at how to build contexts which in the 
long term lead to a functioning connection between 
parties who will remain interwoven in the future. For 
example, even in the midst of a custody battle, one 
might counsel one’s client to consider assuming the risk 
of continuing regular interaction with the opposing 

party concerning the child’s needs, so that there remains 
in place some context of understanding which could ul- 
timately repair that relationship. 

It is hard to view one’s adversary empathically when 
involved in a legal battle; yet if one loses the ability to 
do so, both lawyer and client not only limit the chance 
to develop opportunities to resolve the case in a favor- 
able way, but impair their own humanity. It is precisely 
in the legal forum, which represents the community, 
that we are most challenged to retie the bonds even as 
we submit our conflicts for mandated resolution. 

he platform at this conference speaks of bringing 
empathy and compassion back into legal prac- 
tice, and I now switch from the question of how 

lawyers practice law, to whether and how law functions 
as an instrument of justice in society. This too, has been 
a subject of great concern, as much of our national com- 
munity feels disillusioned with the way justice, in both 
the substantive and procedural sense, is dispensed in 
our nations’ courtrooms. 

Some believe it is most important for judges to use le- 
gal rules to decide cases, since predictable outcomes are 
a matter of fairness and social order. Others feel that a 
focus on the rule of law results in a failure to look at 
individual experience, at the context in which events 
occur, and thus with the concrete lives of the persons af- 
fected by it and that judges may feel compelled to repress 
their empathic responses for the sake of consistency. 

Yet, it is not clear that deciding cases according to 
the law prevents lawyers from presenting the stories of 
their clients, or judges from using empathic under- 
standing to decide those cases. And so the question 
devolves to both the substantive nature of the justice 
being dispensed by the laws themselves and the type of 
empathic intelligence brought to the task by the court. 

Examples from the area of family law, which is my 
area of practice, come to mind. The subject of family 
law is intimate human relationships—the effort to 
create meaningful communities based on trust and in- 



terdependence, the struggle of parents to maintain rela- 
tionships with their children and remake their lives as 
adults anew after divorce, the protection of the vulner- 
able against abuse and exploitation. 

From a politics-of-meaning perspective, I would want 
our substantive body of family law to support a moral 
vision of commitment, trust, responsibility, and nurtu- 
rance, while at the same time providing for the autonomy 
and justice needs of those involved in separating from 
committed relationships. This means both economic jus- 
tice and a justice of dignity. For this to be realized, we 
must have a political community committed to these goals 
and able to translate them into a legislative agenda. 

But beyond that, we need judges who have the abili- 
ty to implement these goals. In family law, judges have a 
tremendous amount of discretion—for example, in ap- 
plying the legal standard, “best interests of the child.” 

Thus, we need judges who are capable of understand- 
ing the full depth of the competing claims they are faced 
with, and thus, we need human beings in the judicial role 
who are capable of experiencing, both affectively and 
cognitively, the impact of their decision on others. 

This does not mean that competing claims should be 
viewed equally; for empathy is also a matter of substan- 
tive justice, and judges must prioritize competing 
claims. Nevertheless, compassion can be integrated into 
a judge’s view of both the facts and the law. 

In a piece on the jurisprudence of compassion in the 
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New York University Law Review, one commentator dis- 
cussed the Supreme Court case of DeShaney v. 
Winnebago County. In this case, four-year-old Joshua 
was visited by a caseworker nearly twenty times and was 
continuously seen to be abused, yet the caseworker sim- 
ply recorded the indicia of abuse in her case record, nei- 
ther contacting Joshua’s mother nor seeking to have him 
removed. In his dissent to the majority’s decision, which 
found no liability against Winnebago County for 
Joshua’s extensive brain damage, Justice William Bren- 
nan recounted the facts in the following manner—em- 
pathic, compassionate, righteously indignant at injustice: 

Poor Joshua! Victim of repeated attacks by an 
irresponsible, bullying, cowardly and intemperate 
father, and abandoned by respondents who placed 
him in a dangerous predicament...” 

To Justice Brennan, the withholding of aid in a con- 
text of dependency could be a substantial deprivation 
of constitutional rights. Whether or not one agrees with 
this outcome, his framework of decision combines 
scholarship and passion. 

It is the quality of empathic learning that our society 
provides to those who ultimately become our judges 
that in large measure determines the type of justice we 
receive. And thus we have come full circle. 0 

Labor’s Role in a Meaningful Society 

John J. Sweeney 

am honored to be with you at the Summit on Ethics 
and Meaning. You are helping to advance the val- 
ues and the vision we share: an America that honors 

working people, that rewards their work, and that re- 
stores their spirit of community and solidarity. 

You know, I didn’t plan it this way, but my schedule 
today reminds me that the labor movement and people 
of faith share common values and common goals. And, 
of course, quite often we’re the same people: 

eee 

If I could speak personally, my own commitments 
are rooted in the social teachings of my Church. 

Jobn J. Sweeney is the president of the AFL-CIO. 

I taught that, since men and women are created in 
God’s image, their dignity must be respected at work. 
Working people have the right to a living wage. And, 
while there will always be some churning in the econo- 
my, working people should not be cast aside like dispos- 
able parts when the last drop of energy and effort has 
been wrung out of them. I believe that, as the U.S. 
Catholic Bishops recently declared: “The economy exists 
for the human person, not the other way around.” 

Over the years, I have been struck by how many in 
the movement have been influenced by the teachings of 
their own traditions—from the prophets of the Old 
Testament, to the social gospel of modern Protes- 
tantism and the determination of the African-American 
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church to help people make “a way out of no way.” 
I have heard these teachings in the words—and seen 

them reflected in the work—of such leaders of labor as 
A. Philip Randolph, Jerry Wurf, and Cesar Chavez, and 
in the struggles and sacrifices of so many women and 
men whose names are forgotten but whose deeds live on 

And, whenever I hear the voices of prejudice and 
privilege claim scriptural sanction for their views, I 
wonder how they managed to read their Bibles without 
coming across words like “justice” and “love.” 

I’m not saying that people who believe, as I do, in the 
traditional values of work, family, and faith must sup- 
port the labor movement in everything we do. But I do 
believe that, for people to live decent lives—with last- 
ing commitments to their families and neighbors—they 
need some security. 

For instance, the plant closings of the 1980s and the 
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corporate downsizings of the 1990s cut millions loose 
from their livelihoods. And this did at least as much 
harm to families and communities as all the violent TV 
shows and raunchy movies that Hollywood could churn 
out—even if they ran their studios ‘round-the-clock, 
like steel mills in the boom years. 

Wherever I go, I try to say four simple words: 
“America needs a raise.” I’m sure you understand that 
this slogan sums up a set of concerns that are moral as 
well as material. If people are going to be able to give 
their families the time and care they need, if Americans 
are to reach out across the barriers of class and color 
and culture to restore our spirit of community—then 
we are going to have to lift the living standards of work 
ing men and women. And the best way to do this is by 
strengthening and revitalizing the labor movement, so 
that we can give voice to the needs and the values of 
working Americans, restore their power and advance 
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their purposes on their jobs, in their communities, and 
all across this country. 

I would like to amplify two of these points—and for- 
give me for preaching to a congregation that under- 
stands and acts upon these principles as well as anyone. 
First, the crisis in the living standards of ordinary Amer- 
icans is straining not only our family budgets but our 
family life. And it is tearing at our social fabric and poi- 
soning our political process. Working men and women 
have been taking it on the chin for twenty years or more 
because corporate America decided to compete in the 
world marketplace by downsizing our jobs, our wages, 
and our working conditions. 

And, second, the best answer to this crisis is to build 
a stronger, smarter, more effective labor movement. 
Just as in the past, we can restore a spirit of solidarity 
among working people of every heritage. Just as in the 
past, we can be the core of a progressive coalition that 
will expand the frontiers of social justice. 

For people to live decent lives—with lasting 
commitments to their families and 

neighbors—they need some security. 
Yet too often, companies have squeezed 

every ounce of productivity out of 
American workers, then thrown them on 

the scrapheap of unemployment or old age, 
with reduced pensions and health coverage. 

To return to my first point: The fundamental prob- 
lem in our economy is that corporate America made a 
fateful decision to compete in the new global market- 
place the wrong way—not by American teamwork and 
American know-how, but by driving down labor costs. 
Too often, companies have chosen to squeeze the last 
possible ounce of productivity out of American workers, 
then throw them on the scrapheap of unemployment or 
old age, with reduced pensions and health coverage 
That is why, from 1978 through 1995, the buying pow- 
er of workers’ hourly earnings fell by 12 percent. 

Working Americans tried all kinds of coping mecha- 
nisms that put a strain on their family lives and on their 
children. They sent husbands, wives, and teen-age kids 
into the labor force. They took second and third jobs. 
They went deeper into debt. Instead of working to live, 
it seemed that, more and more of us have been living to 
work. But, in spite of it all, median family income fell 5 
percent between 1989 and 1994. That puts a strain on 
our social fabric, and so does the increasing inequality 
in wages and wealth. 



While most Americans are hurting, the wealthiest 
Americans are doing better than ever. Between 1980 
and 1995, the Dow Jones Industrial Average rose 404 
percent. That provided huge payoffs for investors—but 
no wage gains for workers. 

Corporate profits have risen 205 percent since 1980. 
Corporate chief executive officers are raking in 360 per- 

cent more—and now they earn 187 times more than the 
average worker. And that’s in spite of the fact that 
workers’ productivity has r 
while their real wages fell 

It seems something is way out of kilter. And now, in- 
stead of raising workers’ wages, profitable corporations 
are wiping out workers’ jobs. You've seen the stories— 
and I hope you and your friends and families haven’t 
suffered personally. Mobil Oil announces big layoffs and 
their stock goes up. Chase Manhattan and Chemical 
Bank announce a merger that puts 12,000 people out of 
work and their stock goes up. AT& they plan to 
lay off 40,000 men and women and their stock goes up. 

President Kennedy used to say, “A rising tide lifts all 
boats”—and, for a long time, he was right. But, now, does 
a rising tide sink all ships—except for the luxury yachts? 

As long as most people feel their living standards are 
sinking or stagnant, we will have to stand sentry against 
the demagogues of division. 

en 24 percent since 1979— 

sa’ 

Ss, in every generation, there are 
those who tell people in pain to blame the stranger in 
their midst—the immigrant, the outsider, the member 
of a racial or religious or ethnic minority. Patrick 
Buchanan is only the latest in a long line of those who 
exploit suffering and preach intolerance. And whatever 
success he has enjoyed, he owes to our failure to build 
a movement strong enough to lift working people up 
and bring them together. 

That leads to my second point: We’ve got to build a 
labor movement with renewed purpose and real pow- 
er—from the workplaces to the polling places. That is 
why we are making a commitment of historic propor- 
tions to organize working men and women throughout 
the economy, from textile workers to teachers, from car- 
penters to clerical workers, and from health care to high 
tech. That is why we are proud when the International 
Ladies Garment Workers Union and the Amalgamated 
Clothing and Textile Workers Union join together with 
a commitment to organizing—and when they organize 
the largest textile company in Virginia and workers in 
the sweatshops from New York to Los Angeles. 

That is why we are proud that, this year, more than a 
thousand of the young in years and the young in spir- 

it—from rank-and-file union members to recent college 
graduates—are flocking to the AFL-CIO Organizing 
Institute. They are learning to take the union message 

As history teach 

to the offices and factories, hospitals and nursing 
homes, schools and shopping centers of the new Amer- 
ican economy. And thousands more will be participat- 
ing in Union Summer, supporting campaigns to raise 
the minimum wage and elect good people to public of- 
fice in communities all across our country. 

And that is why we are proud that a new wave of or- 
ganizing is already beginning to rise, from asbestos 
workers in New York City, to poultry workers in the 
South, low-wage city workers in Baltimore, and janitors 
and nursing home workers across America. 

And that is why we are launching an all-out effort at 
political education this year. We want to put working 
people’s concerns—jobs and wages, education and 
health care—at the center of public debate. 

We want to help working men and women judge 
candidates for every office in the land against the stan- 
dard of where they stand on the issues that matter to 
their lives and livelihoods. 

That is why we are holding town hall meetings in 
communities across the country where working men 
and women will tell public officials, the news media, 
and their fellow citizens about how hard it is to hold on 
to a decent job, make a decent living, and support your 
family in this country. 

And that is why we are on the airwaves right now with 
messages explaining why America needs a raise, and the 
minimum wage must be a living wage. We are fighting 
for the fundamental principle that there is dignity for all 
work, and there must be dignity for all workers. 

We can’t do this by ourselves. We can-only do it in 
partnership with all Americans of good will. Together, 
we can build an America that holds true to our finest val- 
ues, the values we honor in our homes and our houses of 
worship. 

We want an America where you can raise a family 
without having to hold down three jobs to do it. Where 
you don’t have to spend so much time at work that you 
have no time left to go to church or to a ball game with 
your kids or grandchildren. Where your lot in life is de- 
termined by what you do, and not by the color of your 
skin or the accident of your birth. Where our children 
and grandchildren can look forward to pay raises, in- 
stead of layoff notices. To go to college, instead of a dead- 
end job. To enjoy life more, not less, than we've been 
able to. We can make it happen, if we organize, energize, 
and mobilize our movement—starting right now, today. 

It is time for each of us to ask ourselves, as Rabbi Hil- 
lel did more than two thousand years ago: “If I am not for 
myself, who will be? But, if I am only for myself, who am 
I? If not now, when? And, if not me, who?” That’s our 
commitment and our calling. So let’s get to work. O 
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Putting Children First 

Marian Wright Edelman 

thank all of you who have organized and participat 
ed in this conference for your efforts to strengthen 
moral discourse and moral witness 

Never has your voice and presence been more needed. 
Recently, a young mother walked into a WIC office— 

Women’s, Infants’, and Children’s Nutritional Program 
office—seeking help to feed her hungry baby. When an 
overworked and tired WIC worker saw the baby drink- 
ing from a bottle of red liquid, she was about to read the 
mother the riot act. Just as she was about to scold her, 
the mother broke down in tears. She had run out of mon- 
ey a week ago, hadn’t eaten in three days, and had used 
her last money to buy baby formula, which had run out 
the day before. She knew her baby needed to eat, so she 
had gone to McDonald’s and filled the baby’s bottles 
with two free things: Ketchup and water. 

Do you think, as our political leaders on both sides of 
the aisle seem to be thinking these days, in the congres- 
sional proposals we’ve been debating over the last year, 
and as most of our governors and mayors and county 
executives too frequently do—do you think that this 
hungry baby is responsible for America’s ills? For our 
budget deficit, crime problems, and poor education sys- 
tems? For the structural changes, wage stagnation, and 
our labor market, the de-indus 
and the economic blight in many of our rural areas? Do 
this baby and desperate mother have any control over 
the downsizing of giant corporations, the replacement 
of human workers by technology, or the exportation of 
jobs abroad and our global economy? 

Is this baby—who had a one-in-three chance of being 
born without timely prenatal care in the world’s leader in 
health technology, and a one-in-four chance of being born 
poor in the richest nation in history—the cause or the vic 
tim of the widening income gap between rich and poor, 
which allows 23,000 poor families with children to live on 
less income in 1993 than one entertainment industry ex- 
ecutive? Did this baby manufacture or sell the more than 
222 million guns circulating in our nation today, that kill 
an American child like her every hour and a half? 

in this country 

alization of our cities, 

Marian Wright Edelman ts the founder and president of the 
Children’s Defense Fund. 
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I find it unbelievable that the morally unthinkable 
killing of children has not only become routine, but is 
increasing in our democracy. We’re number one in the 
world as a military power. Are we saying that we are 
helpless to keep our children safe from the gun violence 
that kills them every hour and a half in our nation? Gun 
deaths among our children almost doubled over the last 
decade; among Blacks and Black teenagers, the increase 
was 294 percent. I think we can do better. 

Did this baby contribute to the pervasive breakdown 
of moral, family, and communal values in our too selfish 
and secular culture? And is this baby responsible for 
her mother’s and father’s behavior or poverty, or ours? 

This baby didn’t vote for Democrats, Republicans, in- 
dependents, liberals, or conservatives, cannot make cam- 
paign contributions, lobby, or hold press conferences to 
make her needs known. That's why we are so pleased that 
more than 1,700 organizations have endorsed Stand for 
Children Day. We’re going to come, and we're going to 
stand for this baby, and we’re going to represent her future. 

This baby, like my child and yours, and the grand- 
children I hope to have and that some of you are lucky 
enough already to have, is a sacred gift of a loving God, 
and a citizen of the wealthiest nation in the world. Deny- 
ing her food, preventive health care, the chance to get 
ready for and learn in school, access to safe child care if 
her parents work outside the home, education to pre- 
pare her for the next century, and jobs after that educa- 
tion, and safety from violence is immoral and lacks both 
common sense and budget sense. 

Blaming and punishing this baby—as our political 
leaders, in our names, have been trying to do over the 
last year—for our personal or collective discontents, for 
our shortcomings and the unfairness of our economy, 
for short-term political or economic gain contravenes 
the Old and New Testaments, the American covenant 
that we honor so well in words but so poorly in deeds. 

We're a nation that professes to honor our Judeo- 
Christian tradition. If I can be forgiven by the rabbis for 
paraphrasing the midrash, it has been said that when 
God was bargaining with the people of Israel about 
whether He was going to give them the Torah, He de- 
manded adequate guarantors. The people of Israel ini- 



tially offered God their elders, but God held them to be 
insufficient guarantors. They then offered God their 
prophets, but God said no, that that wouldn’t do either. 
And it was only when their children were offered as 
guarantors, with the promise that they would be taught 
God’s word, that He agreed to share the Torah 

And when Jesus Christ invited little children to come 
unto him he did not invite only rich or middle-class, 
white, male children without disabilities from two- 
parent families, or our own children, to come. He wel- 
comed all children, and so must we. 

And so, on June 1, I hope that we will come together 
across race and class and region and faith and age, and 
stand up for all of our children, in word and deed. We 
want parents and grandparents and religious and com- 
munity leaders to come together. Because as tough as 
times are, and as hard as so many parents are struggling 
to make ends meet, I think we can all do better. And it’s 
time to hold ourselves to a higher standard, in our 
homes, communities, private sector, and government at 
all levels. That’s what we’re coming together to say. 

We may not be able to agree on a lot of things as 
Americans, but I hope that June 1 will be a watershed 
moment, when we will say that as Americans we are go- 
ing to agree that as a nation and as a people, we’re not 
going to do harm to children. And that we’re going to 
invest in what our children need, to get a healthy and a 
fair and a safe start 

So we are asking all young and middle-income work- 
ing families who are struggling to make ends meet, de- 
spite declining wages and economic insecurity—if you’re 
worried about these things for yourself and your children, 
please come and stand with us. If you are as troubled as I 
am by the pollution of our airwaves, air, water, food, and 
earth, and our children’s values, come and stand with us. 

If you’re worrying about whether your children’s schools 
are preparing them for the twenty-first century, whether 
there’s going to be a job afterward, come stand with us. If 
you're anxious about your children getting sick—I, as a 
mother, find it unthinkable that if my child got sick I 
couldn’t take him to the doctor, a problem so many mil- 
lions of families face. It’s obscene that our political lead- 
ers are not debating how we get health care to every one 
of the 10 million children who don’t have it, but how to 
take away health care from millions more. If you think 
that’s wrong, then come and stand with us 

And if you are tired of our political leaders talking 
about family values and about children, while cutting 
things families need to raise healthy and educated chil- 
dren, then come and stand with us. 

If this nation can’t stand for its children, it doesn’t 
stand for anything. 

Let me end with a prayer, as I always do, to ask God to 
forgive our rich nation, where small babies die of cold, 
quite legally. May God forgive our rich nation, where 
small children suffer from hunger, quite legally. God for- 
give our rich nation which lets our children be the poor- 
est group of citizens, quite legally. God forgive our rich 
nation that lets the rich continue to get more at the ex- 
pense of the poor, quite legally. May God forgive our rich 
nation, which thinks that security rests in missiles rather 
than in mothers, and in bombs rather than in babies. May 
God forgive our rich nation for not giving you sufficient 
thanks by giving to others their daily bread. God help us 
never to confuse what is quite legal with what is just and 
right in your sight. Everything that Hitler did in Nazi Ger- 
many was legal, but it was not right. 

On June 1, let’s come together in a massive moral wit- 
ness to make sure that our nation does what is just and 
right for our children. O 

PLENARY: THE DEPRIVATION OF MEANING IN AMERICA 

Reweaving Community’s Fabric 

Torie Osborn 

t’s a great honor to be here tonight. I met Michael 
Lerner twenty-five years ago this spring at a New 
Left/anti-Vietnam War conference, and have not 

Torte Osborn ts the former exec National Gay director of t 

Task Force 

seen him since until today. That fact is emblematic of 
the fragmentation and isolation in this country of 
social-change movements over the past two decades. 
It’s time for us to work together again, to build one gi- 
ant “Movement” again, like we had before—but, of 
course, very different this time around. 
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As with many of you, the spirit of the ’60s is embla- 
zoned on my soul. For the past nineteen years, after the 
antiwar movement and New Left died, my passions be 
came engaged, first, in lesbian-feminism, and then in 
fighting AIDS and building the gay and lesbian move- 
ment. Today, I bring greetings from a very busy move- 
ment, one that is really moving. The gay and lesbian 
movement is humming with vibrancy, particularly at the 
local level. This is truly the “gay ’90s.” We see everywhere: 

A mass migration out of closets, all across the coun- 
try, that has spread way beyond the gay urban ghettos 
of the past—to rural farmland, in well-manicured sub- 
urbs, and inner-city Black churches. 

A burgeoning of organizing and advocacy in every 
institution in this country—in schools and churches and 
synagogues, the media, Hollywood, workplaces of all 
kinds. This is the decade in which the gay issue has 
come out of the closet for good and onto America’s so- 
cial agenda—even during an era dominated by a Right 
wing that makes contempt for us core to its ideology. 

Yes, the gay and lesbian movement is in motion. But 
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my movement, like every other that came out of the 
1960s, is a movement that today lacks clarity of vision 
Identity politics has lost its vitality. What I see is a thriv 
ing, busy, passionate gay and lesbian community in 
creasingly interacting with a broader world. But there is 
an interesting disconnect between the language and 
reach of the organized “official” political gay and les 
bian movement and the daily lives of regular gays and 
lesbians within the community, whose experiences—in 
the cross hairs of the rising Right, or coming out in 
numbers never seen before, or living with the agony of 
AIDS—have proved to be profound and life-changing, 
opening their hearts and minds to new ideas 

Too often, the available gay and lesbian political dis- 
course fails them. Academic-based, so-called “queer 
theory” is arcane and irrelevant. The moderate, elec 
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toral and legal gay-rights movement pushes issues or 
legislative strategies that are important, but doesn’t 
speak the language of the heart that has broken so wide 
open because of AIDS. And, too often, progressive fac- 
tions are mired in an alienating “political correctness” 
that fears power and promotes “victimism.” The inter- 
nal debates that activists get mired in—for example, 
about assimilationism vs. liberation—are abstract, light 
years away from where ordinary gays and lesbians live 
their lives and feel their concerns. 

I think, at a grass-roots level, the gay and lesbian 
community has in fact been /iving the politics of mean- 
ing for much of the past decade at least, in a raw and as 
yet unarticulated way. Further, probably as a natural 
outgrowth of this, there is a deep hunger to share the 
lessons of our lives—quietly crafted at society's margins 
for years—with straight people more openly, to find 
commonalities with other communities and people 
struggling to voice new visions for this country’s future. 

Now, there have been Auge internal and external bar- 
riers to articulating this gay and lesbian version of a “pol- 

itics of meaning”: Not only the inherent limitations of the 
gay version of a liberal “rights” perspective, and the po- 
litical purism that has nullified too much of the potential 
of progressive forces within our community. Not only 
our self-hatred, our “oppression sickness” that has creat- 
ed disturbing and dysfunctional levels of leader-bashing, 
infighting. Not only a rising Radical Right controlling 
America’s social agenda that puts us constantly on the 
defensive. Not only the still-rampant ignorance about 
gay people’s lives, with less than 50 percent of Americans 
reporting that they know someone gay. Not only the 
challenge of being so diverse—and trying to create a 
movement that is cross-class, cross-race, multigendered. 
Not only AIDS, which has decimated our ranks. 

But no minority has had more reason to fear and flee 
from religion than ours—a fact that has been reinforced 



daily by the Radical Right’s incessant battering of us 
with the Bible. For obvious reasons, it has not been 
okay to be religious or spiritual until very recently in the 
gay world, certainly not within the activist world. The 
Reverend Troy Perry, a former Pentecostal minister 
who founded the Metropolitical Community Church in 
1968—the gay and lesbian church that today has tens of 
thousands of members—says it was much harder for 
him to come out of the closet as a Christian in the gay 
community than as a gay in the straight community. 

But a radical change has occurred in the past decade, 
a transformative paradigm shift in the gay and lesbian 
community’s values and our culture. We have moved 
from a culture of sexual freedom, individualism, self- 
reliance, and entrepreneu ism, all of which are at least 
in part good things, of course, to a far more coherent 
community, with a high value placed on service and so- 
cial responsibility, a collaborative community-building 
ethic, a partnership model of leadership between men 
and women, and a surge of spiritual energy. It’s been an 
extraordinary sea-change 

The primary reason has been AIDS, but there are 
other contributing factors. Coming out of the closet-— 
the first step to freedom for each of us—is about hon- 
esty and personal courage and authenticity. With a crit- 
ical mass of us dealing with it, a shared conversation 
about those values has emerged. Coming out, in fact, 
can be seen as a spiritual event—a shamanic journey of 
soul retrieval, finding that lost, separated part of us 
ripped away from us by homophobia. 

In addition, remember, we are outcasts, the only 
minority exiled from families of origin. Gay men and 
lesbians are too often banished from the tribe, or at least 
raised in families fearful or hostile to our existence. And 
there is no greater common pain for gay people than the 
rejection by our straight families. But, in healing that 
pain, in inventing and building our own unique families, 
we have learned a lot about what family really is about. 
Our friendship circles, our extended famili 
partnerships may not yet have le; 

our loving 
al recognition, but they 

represent the best of true family values—caring, mutual- 
ity, and love. We have democratized the notion of fami- 
ly from necessity 

Similarly, we have crafted enormous expertise in 
building community. We have also dealt with diversity. 
The world lumps us together, but gay women and men, 
for example, lived on separate planets twenty years ago, 
and it has been a true miracle of community-building 
that gay men and women are family and partners in 
movement-building today 

Then there’s been AIDS. Let me share a statistic. In 
the past fifteen ye 250,000 gay and bisexual men 
have died of AIDS—largely in concentrated urban 

areas. Nearly five Vietnam war memorial walls could be 
filled with the names of gay men who have died of AIDS. 

As a result, the gay and lesbian community has had a 
collective near-death experience that touched everyone, 
and has transformed our lives and values. The fragile 
ecology of our families and communities has been re- 
peatedly shaken and traumatized. We are far from the 
Radical Right’s portrayal of us as immoral, sex-obsessed 
individualists; we have mobilized in extraordinary ways 
to create a community response to AIDS. In fighting 
AIDS and dealing with death and dying in our daily lives 
for a decade and a half, we were forced to heal ourselves, 
to'transcend differences, to fight back together, and to 
walk through an existential and spiritual crisis. 

I have seen, not once or twice, but weekly or some- 
times daily, regular people—carpenters and postal 
workers, and nurses and stockbrokers—become heal- 
ing warriors, shamans. I’ve seen the force of radiant 
love emanating from the eyes and hands and bodies of 
ordinary gay men and lesbians—dying people or care- 
takers sitting with the dying. I’ve seen incredible inti- 
macy undreamed of between strangers in a hospital 
room; I’ve seen racism dissolve in a weekend retreat, 
and drag queens and Birkenstock lesbians leap over 
chasms of difference to become best friends. 

We in the lesbian and gay world are only now begin- 
ning to create a viable public language out of these thou- 
sands of intense private moments of love and loss and 
facing God. But it has fired a wide-ranging culture of 
empathy and compassion, a community ethic of caring 
that is very moving. 

And our anti-religious bias has almost evaporated. 
The gay and lesbian community is spiritually active, 
powered by AIDS. Gay temples and churches are 
booming. Our conferences, our social club meetings, 
our activist agendas incorporate “calling out” the names 
of our dead brothers and sisters. We all speak to angels 
or the spirits of the dead on a regular basis. There is a 
vivid and animating presence of Higher Powers defined 
in myriad ways in our daily lives. 

So what does all this mean to this gathering of most- 
ly non-gay people, trying to launch a new movement 
that can help heal America’s hurting heart? It means 
that gays and lesbians are a natural constituency for the 
politics of meaning message—and that we have a lot to 
teach—that can lend vibrancy to this new movement. 
We are not another minority that must be added to 
some laundry-list litany for political correctness; we are 
a group of people who have learned to heal ourselves 
and each other and reweave the fabric of what's possi- 
ble—of what family really means, of how community is 
built, and how, in the face of hatred, love and hope can 
win against impossible odds 
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Throughout history, across cultures, gay people have 
been healers and teachers and shamans and artists and 
poets and visionaries. We are still heavily overrepre 
sented in hospitals and schools—if you took gay people 
out of those institutions as the Right wants to do, they 
would simply crumble. 

As gay people come out of our closets, and bring the 
lessons of our lives to America—to every community, 
for we are everywhere—we bring our particular gifts, 
and as some of us develop a politics of meaning in these 

PLENARY: THE DEPRIVATION OF MEAN 

soul-trying times, I submit that those gifts, forged from 
the raw, rich texture of our lives these past two decades 
will play an important role. 

Finally, there is no politics of meaning that will resonate 
with people unless it is filled with joy. And—if you'll in- 
dulge me in a moment of gay chauvinism—if there is a gay 
gene, then, as lesbian leader Joan Lester has said, it’s the 
gene for fun—and we fully intend to bring with us our zest 
and our campiness and our ability to play anywhere at any 
time as we help build this new movement. 0 

iG IN AMERICA 

Four Principles Toward a Politics of Meaning 

Cherie R. Brown 

ewish tradition teaches that Jews had to wander in 
the desert for forty years until they were ready as a 
people to move from enslavement to freedom. It 

will be that challenging for people to move from living 
a politics of materialism to living a politics of meaning. 
We need to put at /east as much attention on preparing 
people for this transformation as we do on developing 
the vision of a politics of meaning. 

I would like to offer four principles to guide this es- 
sential period of preparation. 

Principle 1: We must break the addictive habit of 
seeking comfort. 

I do not just mean material comfort. We are all 
caught in the habit of seeking emotional comfort, and 
even identity and religious-based comfort. Seeking 
comfort as our primary life goal will keep us living small 
lives. I saw this principle at work this past year when I 
attended the United Nation’s Women’s Conference in 
China. Here we were, the largest, most powerful dele- 
gation of women assembled in the history of the world. 
I attended groundbreaking sessions in which Muslim 
fundamentalists were in dialogue with Muslim femi- 
nists; I witnessed Asian, Jewish, and Black women from 
four continents who reached past all the barriers of lan- 
guage and culture to get closer to each other. Yet, my 
Western sisters struggled, because we did not have 
flush toilets. We slept in hotel rooms with dusty cement 
floors. We found it difficult to get from one session to 
another. Here we were with the major women leaders 

Cherie R. Brown is executive director of the National Coalition 
Building Institute. 
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from around the world, and every day I listened to 
Western women complain about the food, the beds, 
and the transportation. Perhaps we all need to spend 
some time in Africa and Asia, so we can understand 
how much we have al/ succumbed to the seeking of 
comfort as the guiding principle in our lives. Seeking 
comfort cannot guide us, or we will end up with a small, 
Western vision for the politics of meaning. 

Principle 2: We must have a deliberate, systematic 
process for emotional healing. 

We cannot sustain a politics of meaning unless we can 
create enough opportunities for us to un-numb, grieve, 
and let our hearts break about the absence of meaning in 
our lives. Consciousness-raising groups are not enough. 
Merely talking is not emotional healing work. 

After the second bomb exploded during the series of 
attacks on buses in Israel in the spring, I spent the week 
calling friends and colleagues in Israel. I called to offer 
myself as a friend outside of Israel who could offer heal- 
ing time to people who needed to cry for hours and face 
the enormous terror and discouragement. I listened to 
one particular friend, Sara. For the past two years, she 
had been leading some of the most courageous work, 
meeting weekly with right-wing Jewish settlers in the 
West Bank, giving them a place to be listened to and to 
heal their fears. When the second bomb exploded, her 
eight- and ten-year-old boys came to her after watching 
hours of horrible news reports on TV. They said, 
“Mommy, we won't ever talk to an Arab again.” It took 
ten hours over a period of a week, letting Sara sob about 
what was happening with her boys, before she could 



even consider continuing to take leadership to back the 
peace process. Sara did not need to talk out her con- 

cerns. She did not need to strategize about what to do 
next. She needed a friend who was willing to be with 
her while her heart broke. 

We cannot underestimate how our lives have been 
ruined by not being able to live lives of meaning. We 
are going to need hundreds of hours to grieve the loss. 
Otherwise, we will not be capable of sustaining a new 
vision. We might be able to begin, but we will not be 
able to sustain our efforts without healing the wounds 
of the past. Why must we face so much of this past 
grief? Because when we are not willing to face the grief 
from the past, we are too susceptible to returning to the 
errors of the past 

Principle 3: We must reclaim cours 
We cannot build a politics of meaning with people who 

are acting on their fears. I was in South Africa the week the 
South African government released Nelson Mandela from 
prison. I was there to lead a session at a groundbreaking 
conference on building the New South Africa. Members 
of the African National Congre: s, the security police, and 
youth leaders from Black townships were in attendance. 
Twenty minutes before the session, a bomb exploded in a 
hotel a block away from the conference site. I was terri- 
fied. I knew I was facing a daunting task, and I didn’t 
know if I was up to the challenge. I somehow found the 
courage to walk into that hostile room 

I will never forget the South African leader who said 
to me that week, “Cherie, we don’t need skills in preju- 
dice reduction, conflict resolution, or coalition build- 
ing. What we need is to learn how to reclaim courage.” 
Inspired by the courage I witnessed in South Africa, I 
returned home and launched a new program in my own 
organization. For the past five years, every leadership 
session in NCBI has incorporated a healing session on 
reclaiming courage and breaking through the barriers 
from the past that keep us from being courageous. We 
will not be able to build a politics of meaning unless we 
identify and then heal the fears that prevent us from 
acting boldly, no matter how scared we are. 

Principle 4: We must end the mistreatment of leaders. 
Ending the mistreatment of leaders is a prerequisite 

for building a politics of meaning. In the current political 
climate, leaders are fair game, ready targets for attacks. If 
we don’t learn how to support the many leaders who will 
emerge as part of a politics of meaning movement, our 
efforts will not succeed. Sev 
leading 

ral years ago, when I was 
“atholic-Protestant reconciliation work in 

Northern Ireland, I met with the two women who had 
initiated Northern Ireland’s Women’s Peace Movement. 
They had been so badly attacked and emotionally de- 
stroyed—mostly by women from within their own move- 

ment—that they were unable to continue leading. The 
Women’s Peace Movement died. I am convinced that, 
had they received the support they needed from other 
women, we would not have had to wait so long for hope- 
ful signs of peace in Northern Ireland. 

Learning from the experience of my Northern Irish 
sisters, I came home and incorporated into every train- 
ing program in my organization a session where leaders 
learned specific skills on how to cherish other leaders, 
how to build support for themselves as leaders, and 
how to recognize and interrupt leadership attacks. One 
of the principles I’ve come to understand through our 
work on leadership oppression is that, under the guise 
of offering constructive criticism, we too often are sim- 
ply rehearsing our own powerlessness. It is a cheap 
shot to attack someone else’s efforts rather than doing 
the hard work of taking initiative and modeling an 
alternative program. 

Michael Lerner, for example, has been a leader who 
takes enormous risks. He is willing to put himself out 
there with challenging and controversial ideas. Because 
his ideas are that visible, he routinely gets attacked. I’ve 
witnessed this cycle over the years, and I made a per- 
sonal decision that I would never allow anyone in my 
presence to attack Michael. We must all make the same 
firm commitment to back each other’s leadership 
fully—to give each other room to experiment and to try 
new things out, even when we don’t completely agree 
with each others’ programs. We must adopt a correct 
attitude toward leaders—that leaders are to be cher- 
ished, even though they’re not perfect. We need a thou- 
sand new leaders, not a thousand criticisms of any one 
leader. Ending leadership oppression has to be a cen- 
tral component of building a politics of meaning. 0 

MICHAEL LERNER’S NOTE: 
Attacks, No! But Criticism, Yes! The difference? 

Time, place, and manner. In this journal, robust criti- 
cism is always welcome. But in a social movement, 
Brown's point is a welcome corrective to the anti-leader- 
ship tendencies that too often flourish 

Shabbat in New York... 
July 12, 1996 

48 W. 68th St., Apt. #8A 6:00 p.m. 

Come celebrate Shabbat with the New York 
TIKKUN Chavurah 

Friday, July 12, 1996—6:00 p.m. 

Join us for worship, dinner, and a Torah discussion. Dinner 

is potluck—please bring a vegetarian/dairy main course 

dish to share. Please also bring your ideas for future events 

to share with the group. To RSVP, call (914) 288-9502. 
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PANEL DISCUSSION 

God Does Not Belong to the Right 

Rabbi Mordechai Liebling: 

Turn to your neighbor, please, and introduce yourselves 
and say something about yourselves. Then, taking turns, 
one of you will offer a brief prayer (on whatever issu 
you wish to address), and your partner will say 
or in whatever way affirm your prayer, and then 
and the other person will do a prayer. So please, every- 
one, let us pray. [Five minutes elapse.] 

Will anyone share their prayers? 
Participant I: Thank God for this gathering and may 

God give us the courage to finish what we’ve started at 
this Summit. 

All: Amen. 
Participant II: Thank God for the miracles that we 

have, and I pray that we will treat each other with love 
and respect. 

All: Amen 

Imad-ad-dean Ahmad: 
The most important issue facing the Islamic world today 
is the status of women. More women than men convert 
to Islam today, and part of the reason that they are at- 
tracted to a more traditional role for women is that, in 
their experience, they feel that mainstream feminism in 
American society requires that they give up their femi- 
ninity and take on male roles and responsibilities that 
they do not want. They perceive that in order to get 
rights in American society they have to give up a partic- 
ularly female identity, whereas in Islam they can retain 
that identity and nevertheless have necessary rights. 

Many Westerners see Islam as repressing women be- 
cause of the way that Islamic women cover their bodies 
and face, whereas many Islamic women feel more, not 
less, liberated when they are not subject to the demands 

Mordechai Liebling is executive director of the Jewish 
Reconstructionist Federation. Imad-ad-dean Ahmad is 
president of the Minaret of Freedom Institute and the Islamic 
American Zakat Foundation. Joan Chittister, OSB, is executive 
director of Benetvision: A Resource Center for Contemporary 
Spirituality. Harvey Cox is professor of divinity at Harvard 
University. Rebecca Parker is president of Starr King School for 
the Ministry at the Graduate Theological Union. Eric Yoffie is 
president of the Union of American Hebrew Congregations 
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of exposing their bodies to the male gaze. Westerners 
often blame the existing hierarchical, patriarchal institu- 
tions and practices in Islamic societies on Islam, instead 
of realizing that patriarchy existed long before Islam en- 
tered the scene. 

An Islamic feminist movement exists today, rooted 
in the reality of Islamic law. Islamic law offers mecha- 
nisms for women to demand their rights, and many 
women are beginning to do that, although that is diffi- 
cult in the face of a societal hierarchy and patriarchy. Is- 
lamic laws prohibit poverty and exploitation. 

Sister Joan Chittister: 
What are the obstacles to real spirituality today? 

The first obstacle is the civil religion that identifies 
God’s will and the American dream. It is anti-gospel in 
a suffering world and it is the basis of colonialism and 
anti-immigrant sentiment. We think we have solved all 
the problems, have found the true solution, and there- 
fore have a right to export or even impose it on the rest 
of the world. When you identify your religion with your 
nationalism, you put your law above God’s law, per- 
sonal anger for God’s anger. 

The second obstacle is the institutionalism in the 
religious world. For example, we think that if we have a 
religious education program that we then have religious 
education. Often it is the institutions and their formal 
programs that protect us from the gospel and the Scrip- 
tures. If, for example, you look at some of the texts being 
used in our religious schools, you will find values that are 
very far from the values being articulated at the Summit. 

The third obstacle is the identification of symbolism 
with religion, or that various formal practices are suffi- 
cient substitution for encountering and living the will of 
the God of the Bible. This is how people can go to 
church, and go to church, and go to church, and then 
make no real connection between the values that they 
hear in church and the way they live their lives. 

Finally, privatism is a termite in the soul of the seeker. 
Privatism leads to an overemphasis on personal rather 
than social sin. But that is only half the gospel in a suffer- 
ing world. We cannot identify spirituality with privatism. 

For the liberal mind, we sometimes find a religious 



neutrality that is embarrassed to bring spiritual values 
into the political arena. The liberal mind sometimes 
takes the stance of allowing anything for anybody be- 
cause we want everybody to be free. We end up being 
free to be valueless. 

Harvey Cox: 
I’ve discovered that the religious Right has a lot of in- 
ternal conflict. Last Fall, Pope John Paul II came to 
New York and held a mass in Central Park. Sitting next 
to the Pope on the stage was Pat Robertson. The ser- 
mon the Pope gave had three points: 

1. It would be untrue to American’s history of hospi- 
tality and generosity to slam the door on immigrants. 

2. It would be a mistake and tragedy for the United 
States to back out of its international commitments, es- 
pecially to the U.N 

3. It would be wrong and sinful to dismantle the wel- 
fare network that keeps many Americans alive. 

This is the opposite of what Robertson stands for. So 
how could a guy who holds those stands continue to 
smile as the Pope gave his speech repudiating each part 
of the Robertson program? He smiles, because he 
would like us to think that there is a solid phalanx 
called “the religious Right.” 

We invited the leader of the Christian Coalition in 
Cambridge, Massachusetts, to attend a seminar that I 
teach at Harvard Divinity School, and when he got 
there some of the religious conservatives in the class 
asked him to explain what the Contract with American 
Families had to do with the Gospel. He couldn’t, and 
said, “Look, this is a political document connected with 
a political movement.” 

If you look at the document, it’s a paltry theological 
statement (of course, I don’t say that in a dismissive way 
[laughter]). But I want you to look at it because we have 
to engage these people in theological terms. I am not 
one of those who says, “Keep these people out of public 
discourse and shut them up because they are religious.” 
I say, “Welcome them in, give them a place at the table, 
and be ready to respond from the religious texts.” I 
think you'll find that they are misusing and twisting the 
texts from which they are claiming to rely on. 

I have, however, found in this seminar in which we 
have been inviting people from the religious Right, that 
some people on the religious Right are raising impor- 
tant issues. Let me raise two issues that come out of 
those discussions that are important: 

First, how much moral consensus really is needed in 
order for democracy to function? Can you have a 
democracy without any basic context of moral consen- 
sus? I don’t think so. 

Second, does religious pluralism necessarily lead to 

moral relativism? My answer is no, but the flirtation 
with moral relativism has been a danger in the liberal 
and progressive world. 

I recently spoke with an admissions officer at Har- 
vard and she told me that applicants today are much 
more likely to express in religious terms their vision of 
what they want in education and what they want for 
their lives than previous generations of applicants. 
These young people are looking for something spiritu- 
al. Many of them sign up for a course that I teach at 
Harvard College, which has become one of the largest 
enrolled courses at Harvard. We study the Prophets 
and the moral teachings of Jesus, and afterward they 
tell me that they are moved by the moral values, but, 
they tell me, “What can you do, given the way the world 
is organized?” 

These are not powerless kids from the inner city, 
these are people who are going to be the professional, 
business, legal, and cultural leaders of the country, yet 
they already feel powerless, already feel trapped in “the 
way it is done.” The major problem is not that they 
aren’t spiritual and not that they don’t care about the 
common good, but that they already feel trapped! 

These young people need the kind of movement that 
I hope will grow out of the politics of meaning, a sup- 
portive context which shows people that it doesn’t have 
to be the way it is, that things can be different. 

Mordechai Liebling: 
There is no great victory of the Right in America today. 
Even the 1994 elections did not show a right-wing ma- 
jority, and had 1 percent of voters shifted their votes, 
we would have seen a Democratic majority. 

Similarly, though there is much public attention to 
the growth of contemporary Orthodoxy, it is liberal Ju- 
daism that is growing in numbers in the last ten years 
and not Orthodox Judaism. There is a spiritual seeking 
in this country. Unfortunately, this seeking often takes 
a personalistic form that seems to be based on the as- 
sumption that if I get in touch with my higher self the 
whole world will be better. We need to bring those peo- 
ple back into a spirituality that is connected to society, 
and to talk to the spiritual hunger in America by talking 
a spiritual language and linking that to responsibility to 
society. The Right has so much influence because it is 
organized, and works school district by school district. 
That is where we belong. 

Too many of us are caught in despair that can only 
be countered by talking to people around us. We need 
to do community organizing with a spiritual basis. 

When doing this, we need a spiritual pluralism—and 
this does not mean moral relativism or that we are 
boundary-less. Americans want boundaries, because 
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they correctly feel that parts of their world are out of 
control. The religious Right has been successful because 
it posits false boundaries. There is no contradiction be- 
tween complex values and strong boundaries and still 
being pluralistic and mutually respectful 

We can’t be about sound bites. The Right can, be- 
cause it seeks to tear down what has been built. But we 
have a more sophisticated view, and we refuse to claim a 
monopoly on the truth, and that makes our job harder. 

We have to humanize the political process. We need to 
check in with each other. The politics of meaning is based 
on empathy and love—and that means it’s about relation- 
ship-building. If we are going to have a shared theology, 
it is just this—that each of us is made in the image of God, 
yet caught up in this larger institutionalization that pre- 
vents us from being human with each other. 

We are part of a long historical evolution of society 
It’s too easy, but ultimately misleading, to get caught up 
in winning the next election or winning the next ballot 
measure. We are engaged in the central drama of hu- 
man life: moving God’s consciousness forward, moving 
the spirit into human life. All of the records of our var- 
ious religious traditions are the records of the effort of 
human beings to bring spirit into action. We are part of 
that effort. As we do, it is critical to learn to treat hu- 
man beings decently, because we are going for the long- 
term win and not the short-term win. 

Rebecca Parker: 
What are the religious virtues and spiritual capacities 
that our world needs? 

We need to cultivate and practice a capacity for 
prophetic witness—the ability to see and say what is 
happening and to act in accordance with what we 
know. For example, we know that we cannot live with- 
out each other and without the earth. And yet, as a cul- 
ture, we fail to act in accordance with this knowledge. 
We need to transform our culture so that our actions 
honor this knowledge. 

The second capacity we need is the religious capacity 
to endure the shamanistic journey—the journey to the 
depths of grief and loss through the places of shame and 
through the process of disillusionment and breakdown, 
to the places where we regain knowledge, rekindle de- 
sire and feeling, find our courage and give birth to vi- 
sion. I believe we need participation in communal wor- 
ship experiences, so that we begin to feel in our bones 
what the process of conversion and transformation is. 

Our culture must be capable of making the passage 
to face fully the reality of the breakdown around us. 
And we need to let go of patterns through which we 
have moved thoughtlessly—and we need a conversion 
of the nation. Religious leadership will come from com- 
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munities and individuals who have passed through this 
experience—those within the context of our collective 
life who have faced oppression and rekindled courage, 
passion, and wisdom. Those who have passed through 
these kinds of experiences are those who are identified 
by the religious Right as the most dangerous—lesbians, 
gays, bisexuals, Native Americans, Jews, women and 
men of color. 

Finally, we need the religious capacity to make and 
keep vows about time and money. The dominant reli- 
gion that is winning in our lives is the economy—it is 
the ruling theology in our culture and on our globe. 
The economy defines what it is to be human and what 
it is to be fulfilled, and tells us that we are competitive, 
self-interested individuals. We know that this is an in- 
adequate definition of who we are. But it is the ruling 
theology of our society and has become a danger to the 
planet itself. We need a spiritual/religious dissent from 
this collective state religion. 

To dissent from the established religion we need 
spiritual practices. 

Two vows that we need to make and keep: 
1. The first is to keep the Sabbath: One day a week, 

do not go shopping, do not go to work, do not do work 
at home, do not do the dishes, do not do the laundry. 
Rest. In the morning we went to church, and sang songs 
of praise for the goodness of life, we prayed for all peo- 
ple in the world that there would be food, comfort. We 
studied, and we uncovered the news. Then we went 
home and had the best food of the week, gathered with 
family, friends, strangers. We played, we went for walks 
in the woods, and in the evenings we went back to 
church for discussion of politics and ethics. This prac- 
tice makes it possible to stay in touch with discussions 
about the meaning of life. This is a practice of resis- 
tance to the dominant religious system. 

2. The second is tithing. To tithe is to connect 10 
percent of your resources to the common good. Tithing 
tells the truth about who I am—it tells the truth that I 
am a person who has been given the resources through 
a providential life; it restores to us the awareness that 
we are not poor, not victims, but stewards of a re- 
sourceful planet. The lie of our culture is that we are in 
economic trouble. We are 6 percent of the world’s pop- 
ulation with 40 percent of the world’s wealth. To tithe 
is to restore our knowledge and receptivity to a world 
in which all can eat if all of us knew ourselves as those 
who have already received what we need. We have to 
stop thinking of ourselves as people without and think- 
ing of ourselves as people who are rich. 

Rabbi Eric Yoffi 
How many people in this room can name two members 



of their local school board? I see about one third of the 
people here raising their hands. Well, if the religious 
Right takes over local school boards, let’s not have 
moaning or complaints about an insidious plot—it is 
really democracy in action. 

The religious Right understands that America is the 
most religious of the world’s democracies. Far more peo- 
ple go to church or synagogue in America than go to 

football games. It knows that pleas for civic action have 
always been laced with theological insights. It knows that 
the greatest protest movements in American history— 
abolition, disarmament, civil rights—have all been reli- 
giously motivated and led. Why was Martin Luther King, 
Jr. such a towering voice? Because he was religiously 
powerful and authentic. White Christians had to listen to 

King because he was speaking their language. 
But today, liberals by and large have abandoned reli- 

gious rhetoric. Perhaps because we have misunderstood 
the principle of church/state separation and assumed 
that it meant that the way people worship should not 
have any influence on their politics 

This is absurd. As a religious Jew, I believe that Ju- 
daism’s ethics should inform my everyday actions and 
beliefs. Fundamentalists cite biblical proof-texts to jus- 
tify their positions, and they frequently seem to get it 
wrong. Liberals can’t seem to remember any proof- 
texts at all. 

Judaism imposes on me two obligations: First, to de- 
mand justice in the United States and throughout the 
world, and second, to insist on personal morality for my- 
self and others. Liberals have not understood either of 
these obligations. With regard to social justice, we liber- 
als have been insufficiently radical, our moral outrage is 
consistently feeble; spiritual imperatives get collapsed 
into tactical ethics. The Hebrew Bible is a radical book, 
and you don’t have to look in the Prophets to see that. 
The concept of the Jubilee Year: Land that is acquired 
in an absolutely legitimate way has to be returned to its 
original owners. Why? Because the biblical authors un- 
derstood that to create a landless proletariat is contrary 
to God’s will and undermines the foundation of society. 

But today we seem unable to sustain a state of spiri- 
tual indignation, or to do what the Prophets teach: 
Treat every injustice as an emergency. And in personal 
morality, we have abandoned this area, leaving it to be 

Who would deny that 
we live in an atmosphere of ever-weakening moral con- 
straints? Nearly 300,000 students carry guns to school 

exploited by the conservativ 

every day. One million teenaged girls get pregnant every 
year—girls who are too young to see X-rated movies are 
having their second and third babies. Americans are 
worried about violence, about drugs, and neither the 
government nor the people have put up a valiant fight, 

and liberals are too often silent about these issues. Peo- 
ple want to know what we have to say about them. 

As liberals, we understand that societal conditions 
contribute to them, and we demand societal changes 
that will ease the lot of the poor and the helpless. But re- 
ligious liberals must also understand that even poverty 
and despair do not justify hatred and excuse crime. No 
one is entitled to use suffering as if it gives you an ex- 
emption from moral responsibility to the rest of human- 
ity. We must demand both social justice and personal 
morality and personal responsibility for all. 

For example, take obscenity and pornography. I’m 
absolutely opposed to any kind of governmental re- 
strictions. But as a religious person, I have an obligation 
to speak out. Pornography debases the sexual act, it de- 
taches it from love and commitment, and puts it on sale 

a commodity. It is an affront to my religious values 
when people se ex in that way There is no reason 
why liberals can’t speak that language in response to 
real human concerns. 

We must do this because we should be the prophetic 
voice that appeals to our hopes and not our fears; we must 
do this because we are partners of God, defenders of the 
innocent, capable of awesome and majestic deeds; we 
must do this because decent Americans can do no more, 
and compassionate religious leaders can do no less. O 
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Nurturing the Soul 
PLENARY: WHAT KIND OF SOCIETY NURTURES THE SOUL? 

Jyl Lynn Felman 

torney at law, performance artist, silky smooth 
dancer, high femme, soft butch, adjunct gender- 

bender Brandeis professor, racquetball player, vilde 
chaye wild beast, grilled salmon lover, portobello mush- 
room gorger; loving friend, would-be rabbi, cultural 
worker, post modern Zionist, deconstruction activist, 
five-mile-a-day jogger, U Conn women’s basketball af- 
cionado, French food connoisseur; Scrabble fanatic, 
budding Rollerblader; hot bath soaker, snorkeler 
supreme, and coalition-builder between Blacks and 
whites; Jews and Gentiles; gays and straights; men and 
women; nuclear families and non. 

I am unsolidly middle class, upwardly mobile, highly 
educated, politically astute, and intellectually gifted. 
And I have been severely depressed, hospitalized, as- 
pirin overdosed, stomach excruciatingly pumped and 
therapized since my Bat Mitzvah in Dayton, Ohio, thir- 
ty years ago. As an adult, I have had months of immo- 
bility, not being able to get out of bed, unplugging my 
phone, crying for days without end, not eating, overeat- 
ing, despising myself, not talking to another human be- 
ing for weeks; been so utterly alone and profoundly 
isolated that I do not know how I am alive today. I have 
kept the severity of my depression hidden from every- 
one I know until twelve weeks ago, when I reached 
zero. Completely depleted, I collapsed. 

Only I didn’t recognize the collapse as any different 
from the way my entire life had gone. I assumed my 
heart was aching once again in its forever inconsolable 
way. For as long as I can remember, I have been haunt- 
ed by grief and a soul that has cried out. Real, genuine 
healing has always eluded me; temporarily within reach 
but ultimately, permanently out of my firm grasp. The 
quiet spirit that I crave within a peaceful self has been 
hopelessly unattainable. 

In the winter of 1996, once again, I lost my faith. 
With much regret, I acquiesced. This was the way 

[= a Jewish lesbian vegetarian chicken writer; at- 

Jyl Lynn Felman teaches in the Women’s Studies Program at 
Brandeis University and is the author of the short story 
collection Hot Chicken Wings, a 1993 Lambda Literary Award 
finalist. She has just completed Emma Lazarus’ Foot: Post 
Modern Jewish Fragments, a book of essays on Jewish identity. 
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things were. I had to accept the fact that I was just an- 
other funny, Midwestern Jew with a very short haircut 
and a depressed melancholic spirit who could not find 
a cure for her postmodern, endlessly deconstructed 
cerebral and emotional paralysis. Worse, I had to learn 
to live with the terror of unproductivity and the night- 
mare of not ever living up to my own potential. 

There was nothing wrong with me. Except that I 
couldn’t stop crying. At the dentist, when I merely 
opened my mouth; at the check-out counter at Stop & 
Shop; at every red and green light; and every time I 
stopped to fill up my car with unleaded gasoline. I was 
despondent, unable to hold onto the reality of my good 
life and all that I had accomplished. I had resisted med- 
ication before, five years ago. As usual, I had talked my 
way out of the need for pharmacological intervention, 
convincing my therapist that time was all I needed. Over 
the years, I had achieved a quasi-equilibrium. A state of 
being that included extremely short highs and many 
long, drawn-out lows, which I thought I could live with. 
But I was wrong. This time I had no elasticity. So, re- 
luctantly, I gave in. To Prozac. 

I am here today because of a little white and green 
capsule. This is what nurtures me. And the truth of what 
I wrestle with as I ask myself—and you—what kind of 
society nurtures the soul, when what that soul requires 
to live is constant, mood-altering medication that costs, 
depending on the dosage, $80 to $160 a month. I am 
forty-two years old and I want my life. All of it. What 
does it mean that in order to have my life I must now 
take a pill? I am living in the middle of a huge ethical 
and moral dilemma that is part of the politics of mean- 
ing. I know I am not alone in my search for wellness that 
is both spiritual and physical; communal and social. 

I have come to read my sheer desperation as a symp- 
tom of a greater ailment, a societal malaise left untreat- 
ed for decades, handed down from one despondent 
family member to another. Until it’s actually in the 
bloodstream and the drinking water. Escalating until 
the explosive vortex of an emotional earthquake pours 
hot molten despair over everything. We are in the midst 
of an inherited, historical crisis that includes the per- 
petual denial of psychic pain, offering up, instead, sig- 



nificant theories of abuse, dysfunction, deprivation, and 
abandonment that will contain the sorrow forever. Un- 
til yes, perhaps it’s true, we are all finally out of sero- 
tonin and our biological makeup has been altered over 
time. But is the only remedy a tiny plastic pill? 

The cure is partially medicinal—my body chemistry is 
completely out of sync. And Prozac helps balance the 
intense mood swings that have become my shadow, fol- 
lowing me from room to room. But the wondrous effect 
of pharmacology is that the dense fog in my brain has 
cleared just enough to allow for the emergence of an- 
other even starker reality. At the core of my debilitation 
is an isolation that is both personal and political in na- 
ture. I am afraid to ask for help. I am afraid that my 
need for human intervention is too great and that it will 
test the generosity of my friends and those who love me 
deeply. 

My shame is enormous. No one could stand to be 
with me for more than a couple of minutes. More than 
the outstretched hand of my therapist, I need real, gen- 
uine, physical love that embraces a broken spirit. Will 
you hold me, sit with me long enough to flush out my 
system, rid it of generations of unacknowledged grief? 
What I need is dinner. A regular, once-a-week, home- 
cooked meal. 

I am afraid to ask someone to stay with me. Sleep 
over in the guest room. And no one offers. Everyone is 
busy: All my friends lead active, productive, important, 
jam-packed lives. They have their own psychic demons 
to battle daily. What makes my pain any more real than 
theirs? They don’t need mine. Besides, everybody knows 
that depression is contagious; like Velcro, it sticks. 

But what is an ethic of caring? How do we create 
meaning if not in caring for the sick? Shaping good so- 
cial policy is simply not enough. The measure of our 
commitment to one another will be revealed in our abil- 
ity to offer food and shelter in the utmost, intimate, per- 
sonal way—not just to a political cause, but to a loved 
one, who is temporarily unable to nourish herself. 

After I took a pill, my mind began to clear. This sin- 
gle, smooth powder-filled capsule is both miraculous 
and terrifying. What if I couldn’t afford to pay the price 
of the drug? Yes, I would rather buy a book than a pill. 
But I feel good, for the first time in weeks. And I can 
think again, whole complete, complex thoughts. I ask 
myself how we create the human connection that is nec- 
essary for the planet to survive? What does it mean to 
be truly family? 

My blood sisters live in the same city—within ten min- 
utes of each other—and they ne’ ak. My ninety- 
eight-year-old grandfather and his seventy-three-year-old 
daughter haven’t spoken to each other for years. The last 
time I saw my father was six months ago. But family val- 

ues are important. I haven’t seen my neighbors for the 
last eight months. They have no idea that I couldn’t get 
out of bed. Can I trade my fifteen minutes of fame for fif- 
teen minutes of your arms around me while I cry? 

Last fall, one neighbor got divorced after twenty-four 
years of marriage. (Her ex-husband left me a handwrit- 
ten note taped to the garage door.) I keep wanting to 
have her over for dinner. She is alone, right next-door, 
with her two adolescent daughters. I could walk through 
the yard, if I wanted to. Her aloneness mirrors mine. I 
have learned to cry on the phone. To sob perfectly into 
the beige plastic receiver, which I grip as if my life de- 
pended on it. The tears rush out quickly before my time 
runs out. When can we have a cup of mint tea? 

This is the g-ddamn problem with the Prozac. It 
makes me feisty. Or does it just make me, me, as my 

What is an ethic of caring? 
How do we create meaning if 

not in caring for the sick? 
Shaping good social policy is 

simply not enough. The measure 
of our commitment to one another 
will be revealed in our ability to 

offer food and shelter in the 
utmost, intimate, personal 
way—not just to a political 

cause, but to a loved one, who ts 
temporarily unable to 

nourish herself. 

therapist claims. What is the personality of the pill and 
the personality of me? This is what I am trying to un- 
derstand. The meaning of the pill I had to take to write 
this piece, when for months I could not make a single 
sentence. Am I writing this, or is a ghost? Where do I 
begin, and the pain and the pill end? Sometimes I think 
my friends like me better sad; I actually make fewer de- 
mands. I feel like handing out white and green capsules 
to everyone I meet on the street. It’s in their eyes: all 
that accumulated grief. How do we, as human beings, 
coalesce against the torrents of our fear? 

This is political. How I act, react, or interact with 
you. Not the theory but the praxis. What is the respon- 
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sibility of the witness to the pain? Who will sit up with 
me, next time, in the middle of the night? When I dial 
the phone after 10 p.m., all I get is an answering ma- 
chine. After machine after machine. When my mother 
died, I got three machines in a row. My own machine is 
always on; yes, I am a screener. Culpability and alien- 
ation move back and forth. Often I do not return my 
phone calls. Or pretend that I am busy. I too have been 
unavailable. Only I couldn’t acknowledge it until now. 
But I am learning slowly, not to flee so quickly from the 
cries of the heart. Convenience. Everything is open 
twenty-four hours but the human spirit. What exactly is 
the responsibility of the witness to the pain? 

These are times of simultaneous truths and coexist- 
ing multiple realities. The depletion is collective. While 
the panic about economic survival grows larger day by 
day, and global ethnic cleansing is commonplace, the 
communal need boils over, scalding everyone in sight 
So that by the winter of 1996 nothing was preventing 
me from withdrawing completely into myself except my 
own sheer force of will. I tried to understand what my 
responsibility was to care for myself. Only I couldn’t 
understand. Anything. This was my dilemma. In capi- 
talistic terms, the means of production had broken 
down, ceased to produce, and the worker could not fix 
the machinery alone. The worker needed help. This is 
the challenge of narcissism. Yours and mine. To under- 
stand fully the implications of our interconnectedness 
and our interdependence. So that we don’t lose a single 
human being. 

in tight between the covers and the cotton sheets. 
My lavender dream pillow scents up the entire bed. 

In my sleep, I reach for the small, square cushion. Sud- 
denly, I wake up to a very loud buzzing that just keeps 
getting louder and louder. I don’t know what’s hap- 

I is two in the morning. I am sound asleep, tucked 
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pening. My alarm is going off. Only I don’t know if it’s 
my car or the burglar alarm in the house. I am frozen. 
What if someone is downstairs? I am all alone. 

But I have turned off the phone. Even if my neigh- 
bors wake up, they will not be able to reach me. As 
soon as I turn the phone on, the alarm service calls. The 

technician, whom I do not know, stays on the line and 
talks to me while I walk through the house to make sure 
no one has broken in. The motion detector in my study 
went off. I am afraid to go into the room by myself. 
Then I remember that I left a window open. If the wind 
is blowing hard it could set the alarm off. The wind has 
been blowing all night. A huge gale storm. I am shaking 
as I put the receiver down. 

This has always been my worst fear: to be alone in 
the house at night and have the alarm go off. The phone 
rings again. It’s my neighbor, the woman whom I want 
to have over for dinner. She heard the loud buzzing be- 
cause she was wide awake, reading. A massive gust of 
wind knocked her mailbox down, and then-my alarm 
went off. She knew I'd be scared. Was I okay? Did I 
want her to come over and walk through the house with 
me? No, I’m fine. Thanks for calling. | am babbling into 
the phone, I am shaking so hard. 

When I hang up I crawl back into bed and hold my- 
self tightly. I am amazed that she called, that she knew 
my number at two in the morning. I was not the only 
one who heard the alarm go off. My neighbor, whom I 
haven’t seen since her divorce last fall, called to make 
sure I was okay. 

The vacuum of this cultural alienation fills slowly. As 
I fall back to sleep I know that the challenge of the 
Diaspora is not to wander in exile forever. My respon- 
sibility is to resist, to find a place called home that is not 
merely a single, free-standing residential dwelling. We 
must move beyond the sympathetic imagination and 
past the vicarious identification with pain. All the 
bridges must be open for regular travel back and forth. 
Between the collective and the personal. 

I am a wild beast, a raging, wailing vilde chaye who 
does not want to take Prozac for the rest of her life. The 
day will come when I can no longer afford the psychic 
cost of the pill. But the truth is that I am a coalition- 
builder between the terrifying underworld and all the 
day travelers. Between the howling night wind and the 
cool sea breeze; the frigid cold winter and the coming 
spring equinox. Between the cries of the spirit and the 
nuclear reactor, CD-ROM, euthanasia, microwaveable, 
technological age. Between the wonders of science and 
the scientific experiment. The truth is I am a coalition- 
builder between what the past has wrought, the present 
is, and the next millennium. And the truth is always 
hard to bear. O 



FICTION 

The American Sun & Wind Moving Picture Company 

Jay Neugeboren 

n the forest, high above 
the lake, I imagined that I 
was, far below, trapped 

beneath the black ice. I gath- 
ered sticks for kindling, 
pressed them close to my 
chest, then brought the bun- 
dle, like a gift, to the edge of 
the woods. I looked down at 
the lake and saw that Mr 
Lesko and his horse were al- 
ready out on the ice, clouds 
of steam pouring from the 
horse’s nostrils. 

Beside the small fire, my 
Uncle Max was unwrapping 
the camera from its blan- 
ket—lifting it tenderly, as if it 
were an infant—then setting 
it upon the tripod: a sign that 
we would soon begin. I 
closed my eyes and prayed 
that I wasn’t too late—that I 
had not stayed in the forest 
too long, and that there was still time for me to help 
make up our new story. 

That was what I loved most in the world in those 
days—making up stor we would turn into moving 
pictures. I could make a story out of anything—a nail, a 
glass, a shoe, a tree, a mirror, a button, a window, a 
room, a face—and for every story I made up and gave 
away, I also made one up I told no one about: one that 
I stored inside me, in the rooms where I kept my most 
precious memories and pictures. 

Below me, Mr. Lesko was hitching his horse to the 
ice plow and, when he urged his horse forward, I 
climbed into his head and saw that he was hoping the 
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horse would resist him so 
that he might use his whip. 
The sleighs—pungs, we 
called them—were on the 
land, next to the ice house, 
and while I was gone Mr. 
Lesko and his son had cut a 
runway into the lake’s shal- 
low end, for floating the 
cakes of ice to shore. 

I closed my eyes, made a 
picture of the lake, and la- 
beled the picture as if I were 
bac 
out an opening title for one 
of the moving pictures my 
family made: 

FORT LEE, 
NEW JERSEY 
NOVEMBER 12, 1915 
I opened my eyes and saw 

that my Uncle Max was fish- 
ing inside his suitcase for his 
lenses and film. My mother 

was lifting dresses and hats from the clothing bag my fa- 
ther held open for her. My Uncle Karl was talking with 
Mr. Lesko, showing him where he wanted the ice cut. 

I made my way down the hill, and started across the 
lake to where the fire was burning below the camera. 
I'd helped build it there an hour or so before—lit the 
first match to the greasy newspapers so that, the heat 
rising steadily, the oil in the camera would remain soft, 
and the gears would not freeze. 

I looked down into the black ice—the first ice of win- 
ter—veined like marble, clear like glass. In the space be- 
tween land and snow, I knew, small animals and insects 
lived all winter long. Was there a space like that between 
water and ice, where I might lie down, I wondered. 

In ancient times, Max had taught me, men would 
build memory palaces inside their minds, and in each of 
the palace’s rooms they would keep furniture, and on 
the furniture they would place objects. They invented 

at our studio, printing 
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systems and conjured up images by which they could 
name the rooms, and recall which rooms contained 
which objects and how the rooms led to and from one 
another. Sometimes they did this to remember the ob- 
jects themselves, and sometimes the objects were there 
to remind them of other objects, or of lists or texts they 
wanted to set to heart—of where all the stars in the uni- 
verse were located, or the words to the Psalms, or the 
order of their sins, or the names of the saints. 

In our own times, Max said, people still organized 
their memories in similar ways, but now instead of be- 
ing kings or priests or philosophers living in temples 
and palaces, they were travelling magicians, or memory 
artists, or idiot savants working in vaudeville, or at 
county fairs, or in circuses. 

My father’s three suitcases, like steps leading to an 
invisible stage, sat side by side on the ice, next to the 
sleds on which we transported our equipment, and in- 
side the suitcases were his accordion, his violin, and his 
clarinet. When Karl wanted actors and actresses to 
show more feeling, he had my father make music for 
them. My father played his violin during love scenes. 
He played his accordion during bar room scenes and 
cowboy movies. He played his clarinet or his flute or 
small pump-organ for night scenes, or when people 
were dying, or forlorn. 

I deposited my bundle of sticks next to the fire. 
Max tapped the side of the camera. Is this one reel? 

he asked. 
No, I said. It’s not real until you open the shutter, 

turn the handle, and let the light inside. 
Stop with the nonsense, Karl said. Two reels, he said. 
This one’s a two-reeler we gotta finish by the end of 

the week. 
Max smiled at me, and winked. 
But if it’s too real, I asked, how will we be able to 

bear it? 
And we don’t need your crappy routines either, you 

two, Karl snapped. If I want your opinion, I'll give it to 
you. 

Leave the boy alone, my father said. He’s a good boy, 
even if he looks like a girl. He brought wood for the 
fire, right? 

Mr. Lesko’s son was on the ice now too, but I could 
not tell which was the father and which the son. They 
both wore beaver coats, the fur turned to the inside, 
and they wore black leather hats with earflaps. One of 
them walked on the far side of the horse, pushing an 
ice-marker back and forth along the surface of the lake, 
making a checkerboard of squares, so they would know 
where to plow and take out the cakes of ice. 

Max’s warm breath was on my face. Joey? he asked. 
I closed my eyes. I see a woman drowning, I said. 
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Karl came closer. And—? he asked. Okay. So she’s 
drowning. So what else—? 

I see her drowning, I said, and she’s caught inside a 
hole in the ice, trying to climb out, to save herself. 

And then—? Karl asked. Come on. And then—? 
There’s a man, and he has a whip in his hand. I 

looked up at the hill where I had been a short while be- 
fore, and I pointed. And there’s a frightened child up 
there, alone in the forest. 

Why? Max asked. 
Because the woman had to marry the man after she 

gave birth to the child. But the man beat the child un- 
til, one day, when it was old enough, it ran away. 

I like it, Karl said. This we can sell—whips, and a 
mother and child we can weep for, and then a chase. 

Whipping and weeping, my father said brightly. We all 
looked at him. He shrugged. Whoopee, he added, softly. 

My mother put her arm around his neck. Shh, she 
said. Let the boy finish. She looked toward me. What 
else, sweetheart? 

Well, there’s another man, I think, and he looks ex- 
actly like the man with the whip, except that his eyes 
are different. This man is the man she truly loves, and 
he’s running through the forest as fast as he can, and— 

The horse! Karl said. What about the horse? Come 
on with the horse before I freeze my nuts off. 

But why a horse? Max asked. 
Why a horse?! Karl exclaimed. Because we've got a 

horse, you idiots—that’s why! 
Sure, my father said. Do the best with what you’ve 

got and leave the rest to God. That’s what I always say. 
My philosopher! my mother said, and she whacked 

my father on the side of his head with her purse. Then 
she kissed me on my right ear, stood back, laughed, 
reached inside her coat, pulled out a pistol, and fired it 
at the sky. 

Come on and get me, you dirty varmints! she cried out. 
I ran to her and hugged her hard—I’ve got you! I 

shouted—shoving my hands inside her coat, where the 
black silk of her dress felt warm against my wrists. 

My little baby Joey, she whispered. My angel boy. 
Don’t ever let them hurt you. Promise me, all right? Do 
you promise me? 

I looked up. Her eyes were moist. I promise, I said. 
My mother was the most beautiful woman in the 

world when she got like this—going from hot to cold, 
from anger to love to sadness and back again. I hugged 
her with all my might. She held me at a distance. Such 
a sweet nose, she said. She tugged once on each of my 
ears, then lifted my cap and roughed my hair. What a 
waste, what a waste. Maybe your father’s right—that 
you should have been a girl. 



y father took me from her, lifted me high in 
the air. Get a load of those tiny ears, he said. 
And those gorgeous curls—that slim waist! 

What a waste, my mother said, and she laughed. Like 
I said, right? What a waste—! 

Shh, Max said. He’s a boy, not a girl. Leave him be. 
Hurry! Karl said. We gotta hurry. Look! Karl point- 

ed to the far end of the lake, where, behind the north- 
ern range of low, rolling hills, a wide, black wall of 
clouds rose up, like a mountain. The clouds moved to- 
ward us as if the ocean were behind them, pushing them 
through the sky. 

The Leskos pulled chisels from their overcoats, knelt 
down and started chopping and hammering along the 
lines they had made with their ice-marker: 

Karl slapped at his shoulders and walked in circles 
around the fire, first one way, and then the other. This 
is why I’m moving to California, he said. All right? In 
California we can make movies every day of the year 
without freezing our tushes off. In California, Edison 
and his thugs won’t burn down our studio and break 
our cameras. Everyone else is out there already. Grif- 
fith’s making features he’s gonna charge two bucks a 
seat for—two bucks, for crying out loud!—and I’m still 
pissing my life away with you idiots on these two-reelers. 

Max cupped his palm over my eyes, then took his 
hand away. 

Joey? he asked. 
I nodded, kept my eyes shut tight. I see a horse 

falling through the ice, I said. The woman and the child 
are holding on to the horse and the two men who look 
the same are trying to pull them from the ice. And 
there’s blood. I see lots of blood— 

It’s about time! Karl exclaimed. Now we're getting 
somewhere. 

The blood is turning the water black— 
Terrific, Karl said. Love, danger, violence, rescue—we 

stick to the basic: ? That’s terrific, Joey. Really terrif- 
ic. He pressed me to his bosom. I knew I could count on 
you—you’re not an idiot like the rest of us. So okay. So 
one of you geniuses tell me—where do we start? 

Inside the ice house, my mother said. 
Why the ice house? Karl asked. 
So we can get warmed up, my mother said. Why do 

you think? 
My mother started running across the ice, taking long 

strides, and then gliding, making believe her boots were 
ice skates. She jumped over the open runway, stopped, 
put more bullets into the chamber of her pistol, spun 
the chamber, clicked it closed. She was having one of 
her wild days, where I loved her most of all because you 
never knew what she would do next. 

She turned toward us and shouted, as if she were 

leading a cavalry charge: Ready or not, here we come— 
The American Sun and Wind Moving Picture Compa- 
ny! Hurray! Hurray! 

Then she fired her gun into the air, three times, and 
the explosions blasted through my skull like the sound 
the lake would make if it were splitting open. I heard a 
man scream. The Leskos were trying to control their 
horse, which was rearing above them, hammering the 
air with its hooves. The screaming came from the hill- 
top where I had been standing a few minutes before. A 
man stood there now, his hands clasped above his heart. 

Holy mackerel! my mother said. I finally did it. 
Max! Karl yelled. Start shooting—we'll figure out the 

story to go with it later. Hurry, Max. Camera! Camera! 
Max did what Karl told him to. 

he man on the hill, his hands still pressed to his 
heart, twirled in a circle, tumbled down the 
slope, rolling this way and that so that I was 

afraid his skull would smash up against boulders and 
tree trunks. 

It’s Izzie! my father shouted, clapping his hands. 
He was right, and I watched Izzie carom off a rock, 

sail onto the ice and spin around, face down. He lay there 
for a few seconds, as if dead, and I ran out toward him. 

When I was no more than ten feet away, he stood up, 
grinned, doffed his cap, and bowed. 

Hurray for Izzie! I yelled. 
Izzie was my mother’s cousin, our stunt man when he 

was sober, and often when he was not, and I loved him 
as much as I loved Max. He could walk on the ledges of 
high buildings, and stand up on the wings of flying air- 
planes, and jump out of burning windows, and ride wild 
horses. He could duel with swords and drive cars like a 
maniac and fight with his fists like Battling Levinsky. 

How’s my favorite little guy? he asked, and before I 
could answer, he hoisted me into the air and was racing 
across the ice with me. I stretched my legs and arms 
way out, as if I were an airplane. We zoomed in for a 
landing, and he set me down beside the fire and started 
in, at once, kissing my mother. Izzie loved to kiss my 
mother as much as he loved to drink gin. 

My father grabbed Izzie and began waltzing him 
around in circles, while he sang the words to “The 
Beautiful Blue Danube.” 

Karl was screaming through his megaphone that we 
were all crazy, that time was money, that we were robbing 
him blind, that by the time we finished shooting in the ice 
house and got back out here, we'd have lost our light. 

Easy does it, cousin. Easy, Izzie said, his arm around 
Karl’s shoulder. Like I always tell you, the main thing in 
life is to have a good time and not to get hurt. Every- 
thing else is extra. 
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Not to get hurt? Karl shot back. Ha! Look who’s 
talking! I think maybe what we got here is a major case 
of the pot calling the kettle black. 

I never risk injury, Izzie said, and he repeated words 
he always gave to people when they told him he took 
too many chances: Everything I do in this life is figured 
out exactly. 

The Leskos put away their chisels. One of them took 
a pair of ice tongs from the leather harness on the side 
of the horse, opened the tongs wide, hooked them into 
the cake of ice. But even before they lifted out the first 
cake, I realized that only some of the blood in the lake 
was coming from where the horse was scraping its neck 
and legs raw against the sharp edges of ice. 

Izzie rubbed his hands together. So what are we wait- 
ing for? Let’s put this show on the road. 

But what if it rains or it snows? my father asked. We 
have to think about that also. What if there’s a storm? 
What do we do then? 

We shoot our moving picture, Karl said, whether it 
rains, or whether it snows, or whether it storms, or 
whether it stinks. 

My father lifted his accordion, shrugged the straps 
into place over his shoulders, began playing “My Bon- 
nie Lies Over the Ocean.” My mother reached into her 
purse—the small telescope bag in which she kept her 
make-up—took out her mirror and her lipstick, passed 
the gold tube back and forth through the flames, to 
thaw it, then lifted the lid and twisted the tube of red 
wax upward. She stacked my father’s suitcases to eye 
level, set her mirror on top, began doing her lips. 

Now I saw fountains of blood exploding up from the 
bottom of the lake. The wind was roaring through the 
water like thunder, tearing holes in whatever was in its 
way—rocks, animals, trees, children—and I closed my 
eyes again, the way I did when I wanted a scene to 
change, and I saw that below the ice and water and 
mud, an entire lost world existed—people, rooms, 
buildings, cities, castles—and that it was from this 
world that the blood was rising. 

‘ere, sweetheart, my mother said. It’s time. She Hee me the mirror and the lipstick, so that, 
for our story, I could begin to turn myself into 

her daughter. 
I looked at my image in the mirror—stared through 

the dark holes in the middle of my eyes and imagined 
that on the wall at the back of my skull, my face, like the 
pictures inside Max’s camera, was upside down. 

So tell me, Joey, Izzie asked. Would you like to be 
our director? Yes! I said. 

Good! He handed me Karl’s megaphone. Taped to 
the wide end of the funnel was a circle of cardboard, 

56 TIKKUN VOL. 11, No. 4 

and in the middle of the cardboard my uncle had cut out 
a rectangle, so his megaphone could double as a 
viewfinder. I looked through his viewfinder at my moth- 
er, squinting until the only thing I could see were her 
lips. They were moist and wine-red, and someday soon 
they would fill entire screens—forty feet wide and thirty 
feet high in some of the new theaters in New York City. 

The boy wants to be a director, Izzie said. 
Fine with me, Karl said. I had enough already for a 

lifetime. Take over. He got my blessing. 
Good. So here comes everything you need to know, 

Izzie said. Are you ready? 
Ready, I said. 
Okay. Then repeat after me—Camera. 
Camera! 
Action, 
Action! 
Cut. 

Cut! 
Wonderful! he said, and he kissed me hard on the 

mouth. Now you know everything Karl knows. Now 
you're a director! 

lhe Leskos were floating cakes of ice along the 
runway, toward shore. I held a strip of black vel- 
vet up, next to the camera. When my mother 

turned and looked at it, her pupils dilated at once and 
her pale blue eyes went dark. 

Cut! Karl said, and Max stopped shooting. My moth- 
er looked away. I put the strip of velvet in my pocket, 
and while Max counted, I back-cranked the camera for 
him, eight turns. Then he tilted the camera down, its 
lens pointed at the open water, and he cranked the han- 
dle forward, so that before one scene ended the next 
one would begin. That way my mother’s eyes would 
seem to dissolve in the dark water of the lake. You 
would see her face, aflame with fear, and then you 
would see her eyes grow dark with despair, after which 
Max would make you move inside her eyes, the scene 
would melt, and you would go right through her eyes 
until you were staring into water that was as deep and 
black as the night. 

One of the Leskos hooked a cake of ice with a pike 
pole, dragged the cake onto a plank. When the Leskos 
had six cakes of ice lined up, they jammed them to- 
gether, shoved a slab of wood into them at one end— 
there were two metal spikes in the wood—attached the 
slab of wood to the horse, by rope, and made the horse 
pull the blocks of ice along the plank, to shore. 

By this time the Leskos had carved out a section of 
the lake that was as large and square as the diamond of 
a baseball field. Max raised his camera slowly, set it in 
position, and photographed the northern crescent of 



the lake, where Mr. Lesko was walking behind his 
horse, plowing the ice. Mr. Lesko played my mother’s 
cruel husband. Mr. Lesko’s son played the Gentle 
Stranger. He wore a ragged brown wool coat Izzie had 
given him, and he worked without a hat, so that the 
winter light, playing through his brown curls from be- 
hind, made him appear gentle. 

I was wearing a wig made of real hair—long auburn 
tresses—and under my black coat, on top my regular 
clothes, I now had on a white blouse and a soiled blue 
pinafore 

Action! Karl shouted across the ice, through his 
megaphone. Mr. Lesko stopped plowing, took out his 
whip, raised it above his shoulder. 

Camera! Karl shouted. 
Max began cranking, and Mr. Lesko started whip- 

ping his horse. 
No! I screamed. And I shot out from where I stood, 

streaked across the ice, grabbed at his arm. He threw 
me off easily 

Cut! Karl shouted 
Wonderful, Joey! he called. That was wonderful! I 

didn’t expect you to do that 
I had not expected to do it either, but I didn’t say so. 
Izzie took the whip from Mr. Lesko’s hand, raised it 

high in the air, as if he were going to strike him, but in- 
stead he pivoted, and lashed out at the horse. The whip 
cracked, making a sound like a bullet firing, but the 
lash never touched the hor: nk. 

This is your last warning, Izzie said. If you whip the 
horse again, I'll whip you. Is that clear? And you never 
touch the boy. Do that again, and I kill— 

Mr. Lesko said nothing. 
He scares me with his anger, my mother said. He 

never used to be so angry. 
He needs a drink, my father said. That’s all. He al- 

ways gets this way when he needs a drink. 

watched Izzie squat down and dip his hand in the 
water, to test its coldness. I watched Mr. Lesko coil 
the end of his whip. I w atched my father take out a 

small pair of scissors with which he snipped the fingers 
from a pair of wool gloves, so he could, the pink tips of 
his fingers exposed, continue to play his instruments in 
the cold. 

Behind the clouds, the light in the sky was starting to 
fade, and I imagined sitting with my mother on a ledge 
of ice, above the open channel, after everyone else was 
gone. I imagined us slipping quietly over the edge, de- 
scending noiselessly through water and passing through 
the lake’s sandy bottom. I had given them one story and 
now I was making up another, one I could keep inside 
me forever—about how my mother and I made our way 

into the lost world below the lake, where we would find 
out the source of all the howling and pain and blood. 

Max photographed Mr. Lesko’s eyes, and then he 
photographed the horse’s eyes. Next he photographed 
Mr. Lesko’s son, who, with tongs, was hefting blocks of 
ice from the plank onto the sleigh. When Mr. Lesko’s 
son looked at his father, his eyes lost their hatred, and 
became soft, like the eyes of a wounded animal. Bril- 
liant! Karl said, peering through his viewfinder. You’re 
a genius, Joey, to have thought of making the husband 
and the lover the same man. 

Their faces are the same, but their eyes are opposite, 
Max said. 

Yes, Karl said. Max can make miracles with eyes—I 
gotta hand him that. In life, you see, eyes are just little 
things in a face, with skin that goes up and down over 
them, but in moving pictures, the eyes—oh the eyes are 
everything, let me tell you. I watched Max unscrew the 
camera and wrap it in the blanket. I helped load the 
sleds with our equipment, and we walked back across 
the ice, up onto land, through the snow, to the ice house. 

Our story that day was simple, and we made it up as 
we went along, the way we always did. 

My mother was living a harsh and lonely life, married 
to Mr. Lesko and caring for me, her beloved daughter. In 
early scenes, which we would shoot back at our studio 
the next day and then patch in later, you would see the 
two of us slaving away for Mr. Lesko in his kitchen, sub- 
mitting day after day to his tyranny. Until the day upon 
which the Gentle Stranger wandered into our world. 

The Gentle Stranger was weak and hungry. He car- 
ried a book of poems and in the evenings, when our 
chores were done, he read to us from Tennyson, Swin- 
burne, and Shelley. Karl liked to put sections of poems 
into the titles because if the pictures didn’t tell people 
what to feel, he said, the words would. 

Max disagreed. He believed our stories should be 
told in pictures only, so that anyone in the world, in any 
time and place, could understand them. Because all the 
stories I made up came to me in a series of pictures that 
marched across the screen inside my head—pictures 
that seemed less real the instant I even fried to find 
words to describe them—I agreed with Max. 

We think in pictures, Max always said. Not words. 
Even though I agreed with him, whenever I found 

pictures and people in my head I wanted to save, I gave 
them names, the way I named the Gentle Stranger— 
and the way I named our scene now—and I invented ti- 
tles to put on the doors and windows of their rooms, so 
that someday, if I wanted to, I would be able to find 
them again. 

The Gentle Stranger Finds a New Home 
With the Mother and Her Love-Child 
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In exchange for food and lodging, the Gentle 
Stranger worked for Mr. Lesko, cutting wood and har- 
vesting ice. Mr. Lesko let him use the ice house for a 
home, and he slept there each night, between walls of 
ice and sawdust, and wrapped in old blankets. 

Then one night, after Mr. Lesko got drunk and fell 
asleep, we stole away to the ice house, and my mother 
told the Gentle Stranger our story: how she had been 
sent to work for Mr. Lesko as a housekeeper, and how 
Mr. Lesko had forced himself upon her, after which, in 
her shame, she had had no choice but to become his wife. 

Perhaps it was God’s will, my mother said, drawing me 
close to her. For had I not submitted to Mr. Lesko, my 
most precious jewel would never have come into being! 

That was when the Gentle Stranger declared his love 
for my mother. He went down on his knees and clasped 
my mother’s hands to his bosom. 

I have never loved another as I love you, he said. 
You have rescued me from the dead! Without you I 
cannot live. 

My mother’s face went wild, her true heart showing in 
her eyes, but she pulled her hands free and turned away. 

I am a married woman, she said. 
I looked at the Gentle Stranger and I looked at my 

mother. I took his hand and I took hers—the hand on 
which she wore her wedding band—and I joined their 
hands together. 

Then we argued. 
Karl said that next my mother and The Gentle 

Stranget should plan to murder Mr. Lesko—to arrange 
for an accident, where he drowned in the lake. 

My father said that the three of us should just run 
away together and start a new life. Let love reign tri- 
umphant! he said. 

Oh Simon, my mother said, and she rested her head 
on my father’s shoulder. You're the dearest man in the 
world, aren’t you? 

I like happy endings that make me cry, my father said. 
Izzie said the problem was that we didn’t know who 

the Gentle Stranger was and why he was there and why 
he was saved from the dead. If they killed Mr. Lesko, 
they’d get caught and go to jail and I'd be an orphan. 
Why should people pay good money to see lives that 
were more miserable than their own? 

Izzie’s right, my father said. 
I said that maybe the Gentle Stranger had originally 

come to the lake intending to commit suicide. When he 
looked into the water, however, he had seen, not his 
own reflection, but that of my mother, and seeing her 
eyes, and the love that still lived inside him, he had de- 
cided to live. 

Max beamed, said we could show that by starting 
with the scene in the ice house—of them holding 
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hands—and then going to a dream-like flashback by us- 
ing a piece of fine gauze over the lens, of the Gentle 
Stranger staring at my mother’s image in the water—her 
fingers clasped together in prayer, her hands themselves 
seeming to dissolve, only to reappear suddenly and rise 
up, as if disembodied, from the depths of the lake. 

In addition to which, Izzie said, who would ever be- 
lieve a square hole in an ice-covered lake was natural? 
Everyone would think we were tricking them with 
miniatures and false shots we'd cooked up in the studio. 

Karl said the story was getting too complicated, and 
too expensive. He asked my opinion, and I suggested 
we combine the two stories: The Gentle Stranger and 
my mother could still plot to murder Mr. Lesko—but 
because they were incapable of killing, they could also 
change their minds at the last minute. 

And then, Karl said, just when they change their 
minds—I got it, I got it!—there can be a terrible acci- 
dent that kills Mr. Lesko anyway. 

Except that, because they planned the murder, I said, 
nobody will now believe it was an accident, and they'll 
be made to suffer forever for what they didn’t do. 

changed to the longest of his three lenses and set 
the aperture wide open. To make use of the avail- 

able light, we kept the door of the ice house wide open 
and set up a clothesline between two trees, a stiff white 
bed-sheet hanging from it, to reflect light into the 
house. Later, Karl said, we would tint this part of the 
film blue, to transform it into night. 

Max could mix wonderful colors—gold for dawn, yel- 
low for candlelight, red for fires and war scenes, peach- 
glow for sunsets—and sometimes, late at night in the old 
trolley barn we had converted into our studio and home, 
he would let me bathe the strips of film in dyes, and 
choose the colors we would use, not just to indicate the 
time of day, as now, or, by adding to the usual black-and- 
white stock, to emphasize what was happening—the way 
we did for battles and weddings—but to create the at- 
mosphere that helped you understand the feelings in the 
scenes: pale blues for sadness, and glowing ambers for 
peacefulness, and crimsons for passion, and ruby reds for 
lust, and forest greens for happiness. 

What made this so magical for me was that the col- 
ors for feelings—unlike the colors for night and war 
and dawn and fire and sunsets and candlelight—were 
never fixed. Sometimes emerald green or forest green 
could show how happy our people were, while at other 
times it could reveal their fear. Sometimes bathing a 
scene in indigo or sapphire could let you sense the joy 
the characters were experiencing, and sometimes it 
helped you to feel that the actors and actresses were 

S= we were now going to shoot indoors, Max 



merely, like the color itself, blue. 
As soon as Karl had set the scene the way he wanted, 

in the ice house, my mother wrapped me in a cloak, like 
Little Red Riding Hood, and gave me a basket of food, 
a letter placed at the bottom of the basket, to take to 
the Gentle Stranger, who was hiding in the forest, wait- 
ing for us. 

But if you meet in the forest, how would the accident 
take place on the lake? Karl asked. I told you before— 
we got a lake, we use a lake. 

Okay, Izzie said. This is how it works. We cut 
through the rope, see? So when he’s chasing them 
through the forest with his horse and sleigh, the rope 
snaps, the sleigh throws him off flying, and he goes tum- 
bling down the hill into the water. 

But we have to figure out how it becomes an acci- 
dent instead of murder, Karl said. 

Maybe it’s the opposite of the Red Sea, my father 
said. Maybe the lake closes shut with ice, and then it 
opens again and he falls in, splash! 

Good, Simon, Izzie said. Terrific. So we chop out a 
chunk of ice and tow it in, and then we tow it back out. 
You can show me floating in the lake, face down, in Mr. 
Lesko’s coat and his hat, like I’m drowned, and then 
the child pokes me with the pike pole, and turns me 
over and I'll give you a look from under the water that 
will make people freeze in their seats—! 

Izzie began smearing his arms and legs with grease, 
for when he would be drowning in the lake, and while 
he did I recalled the first picture I had seen inside my 
head, with which I had begun our story, of a woman 
drowning, and I didn’t understand how that was to 
come true any more, since we had changed things and 
decided that Mr. Lesko would be the one to drown. 

s soon as Mr. Lesko found my mother’s letter, 
and read it, he took out his whip. My mother 
crawled backwards across the snow, to the ice 

house, her forearm across her eyes. Mr. Lesko’s arm 
came flashing down and I leapt in front of my mother, 
covering her body with my own. The whip’s lash cut 
into my cheek, and the burning s 
liquid—felt wonderful. 

I had not known that this would happen. 
Before my mother could tend to me, Izzie had lifted 

Mr. Lesko from the ground and was pounding him 
against the side of the ice house. Mr. Lesko’s son lifted 
a pike pole and tried to stab Izzie, but Izzie saw him 
coming and stepped aside. 

The pike pole rammed into Mr. Lesko’s side. 
Keep shooting, Karl said. Keep shooting. We'll cut it 

all up later. 

‘nsation—warm and 

They’re cut up now, my father said. He put down his 
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accordion and packed handfuls of snow onto the side of 
my face. Izzie reached inside his coat, pulled out a leather- 
covered flask, and took a long drink. He shouldn’t drink 
while he works, my father said. 

Don’t drink while you work, my mother said. 
If I need a wife, I’ll buy one, Izzie snapped. 
Falling into the lake will sober him up, my father 

said. Everything Izzie does is figured out exactly. 
We moved to the top of the hill and Max set up his 

camera there, first to show us racing through the forest 
to warn the Gentle Stranger that Mr. Lesko was coming 
to do him harm—and then to show Mr. Lesko charging 
through the forest with his horse and sleigh. 

We photographed my mother sawing through the 
horse’s reins with a kitchen knife. We photographed us 
changing our mind, and trying to tie the reins back to- 
gether, but before we could, Mr. Lesko, believing we were 
trying to escape in his sleigh, beat us away with his whip. 

So we fled into the forest, past Max’s camera, and it 
felt wonderful to run across the frozen ground, holding 
tight to my mother’s hand, my curled tresses flying out 
behind me, the frigid air kissing my cheek, sealing the 
blood there. 

Izzie put on Mr. Lesko’s coat and hat and shoved 
Mr. Lesko from the sleigh. Mr. Lesko tried to stop 
him—to tell him he had not finished tying the reins 
back together—but Izzie knocked him to the ground 
with the back of his hand. 

Izzie rode to a point fifty yards away, then turned 
back. Max photographed me and my mother slipping 
down the hill, hand in hand, to the lake. The Gentle 
Stranger stood in the middle of the lake, waiting for us, 
but where our camera had been, jagged slabs of ice now 
floated like small islands. Our plan was to jump from is- 
land to island, towards the south end of the lake, where 
there was a waterfall. 

Max could photograph us from the other side of the 
waterfall and, even though we would be nowhere near the 
fall, he could foreshorten the distance and make it appear 
that we were in danger of plunging over, to our death 

Max photographed Izzie, disguised as Mr. Lesko, 
speeding across the snow in his horse and sleigh. Then 
he moved his camera back onto the ice and pho- 
tographed my mother and me running along the shore 
until we found a place from which to step out onto the 
ice. The fire on the lake was gone and Max said we had 
to hurry, for the cold air could cause flashes of static 
electricity to go off inside the camera. 

My mother and I set out across the lake, and we 
called to the Gentle Stranger. 

Izzie started down the hill. I saw that the real Mr. 
Lesko was smiling, and I called out to Izzie to be care- 
ful. The reins! I called. The reins! 
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It doesn’t matter, my father said. You heard Karl. 
Whether it rains or it snows or it stinks, we shoot. 

But it was too late. The reins snapped. The horse 
buckled, as if its forelegs had been chopped off. It tum- 
bled downhill, crashed into a tree, and kept rolling. The 
sleigh skidded on one runner, in an opposite direction. 
Izzie leapt out, but he had not planned to do so at that 
spot, and though he avoided crashing into a tree, he 
landed hard, shoulder first, against a boulder, and spun 
upside down, in a somersault, clutching at his shoulder. 

Wonderful! Karl called out through his megaphone. 
Wonderful! Wonderful! 

My father pulled at the rope that was hooked into 
the slab of ice we were riding on, so that at the exact 
moment when the horse reached the shore, the ice 
moved, and the horse fell directly into water, its head 
cracking against the ice’s edge. 

[heard a sound come from its neck, like that of a tree 
snapping in high wind. 

In the open water, the blood pooled at once. 
Izzie rolled into the water behind the horse. 
Mr. Lesko stopped smiling. He held to his side, 

where Izzie had rammed the pike pole, as if it were only 
now that he felt the pain. His horse thrashed at the wa- 
ter, trying desperately to climb out, and the more wild- 
ly it thrashed, the more the blood in the water foamed. 

Oh my God! my mother cried. My God! 
She watched Izzie raise his hand, grasping at air, and 

then sink beneath the water’s bubbling skin. 
My mother’s eyes rolled up in their large sockets. She 

fainted, and lay across our island of ice, one leg caught 
under her, her hair trailing in the water. 

The Gentle Stranger came toward us, leaping from 
island to island, as if to rescue me and my mother, but 
when he got to us, he plunged past, straight into the wa- 
ter, and grabbed for the horse’s reins. 

From the shore, Mr. Lesko walked into the lake. 
Where’s Izzie? my father asked, and he cupped his 

hands around his mouth, and called out: Izzie—! Oh 
Izzie! Where are you? 

The horse twitched, as if having convulsions, and its 
crazed eyes closed. It floated up and rolled to its side. 

Izzie rose to the surface. Shit, he said. It’s colder than 
a pair of witch’s tits down there. 

Suddenly, the horse rose up from the water, above 
Izzie, as if it were about to fly. 

The horse! I cried. The horse! 
Izzie turned, but too late, and the horse dropped 

down upon him with its full weight. Izzie disappeared 
beneath the horse and the water. The horse had one 
hoof on our island of ice, but the hoof slipped and the 
horse fell backwards, its neck catching on a point of the 
ice, the ice ripping a long gash and stripping the skin 



away. As if sprung from a trap, a splintered bone shot 
through the exposed flesh 

Mr. Lesko waded through the water as if he were 
walking through brambles. 

We have to save them, Max said. 
Keep shooting, Karl said. Keep rolling! Don’t stop—! 
But they could die, Max said. This is really happening. 
Luck! Karl said. Sometimes, after you give up all 

hope, and when you least expect it, you get lucky. Go 
figure! 

Izzie appeared behind us, climbed onto our island. I 
think the horse is dead, he said. 

See? Karl said. When it comes to stunts, Izzie never 
Max! Only leave Mr. 

Lesko out of the frame. We can’t have two husbands 
show up in the same scene. 

My mother opened her eyes. You’re alive, she said to 
me. You're alive! Thank God 

My mother stood. And you too, she said to Izzie, but 
when she moved to embrace him, Mr. Lesko, struggling 
in water where he could no longer stand, snatched at 
her ankle 

My mother tumbled over the island’s edge, into the 
water. 

Wonderful! Karl said 
That wasn’t supposed to happen, my father said. 
Yes it was, Karl said. Don’t you remember what Joey 

said, about seeing a woman drowning, about the 
woman and the child holding to the horse, about the 
horse in the water? 

Ah! my father said, and he smiled at me. You're right 
again. 

es chances. Keep shooting 

So I dove into the water to rescue my mother. I saw 
her dark hair floating through the blood, and I reached 
out, closed my hands on the hair, but at that very in- 
stant the horse rolled up between us, as if it were a 
huge, hollow barrel, and I found myself holding to its 
blood-drenched mane. 

Mr. Lesko’s son was on the shore now, tying a rope 
to the reins, and pulling. I turned and saw pink water 
dripping from the corner of my mother’s mouth. Izzie 
was below her now. My mother’s eyelids moved up, 
globes of milk-white gelatin, like those we set before 
the projector’s lens, rolling where her blue eyes had 
been, and she reached for me. We clung to one anoth- 
er for dear life. 

I felt as if my chest were being crushed between walls 
of thick limestone. Mr. Lesko and his son pulled steadi- 
ly on the rope, to haul their horse from the water. 

My mother’s mouth was wide open, and her lips were 
white, not red. In the camera, I thought, black was 
white and white was black. In my mother’s telescope 
bag, waiting beside the ice house, there would still be a 

perfect, red impression of her mouth, on thin tissue, 
where she had blotted it. 

The storm is here, my father said, pointing to the sky. 
Look! 

We have to help them, Max said. They'll get frost- 
bite. They'll lose their toes, their fingers. 

Keep shooting, Karl said. It’s even better than what 
the boy saw. It’s real! 

Then nobody will believe it, my father said. 
Max left the camera, grabbed blankets from the 

ground—the blankets in which he kept his spools of 
film and his extra lenses—and he rushed toward us. 

Make a fire! he said to my father. Make a fire! Quickly. 
Karl took Max’s place, cranking the camera’s handle. 
If we don’t use it now, we'll use it later, he said. Noth- 

ing is wasted. Nothing is lost. Nothing, nothing—! 
I climbed out of the water. My teeth were clicking 

like dice. Max wrapped me in a blanket, began rubbing 
my cheeks with his hands. 

You have the heart of a murderer, Max said to Karl 
Did you know that? 

Don’t make me laugh, Karl said. Did I cut the reins? 
Did I shove them in the water? Did I kill the horse? 

Izzie emerged from the water, carrying my mother in 

(Continued on p. 77) 
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Hitler's Willing Executioners: Ordinary 
Germans and the Holocaust, by Daniel 
Jonah Goldhagen. Alfred A. Knopf, 
1996.,640 pp. $30. 

ies study of the Holocaust is a vis- 
ceral and cognitive minefield 

Poised in our consciousness at the cross- 
roads of history, myth, and memory, no 
matter how carefully and responsibly 
constructed the narrative, it elicits the 
most powerful emotions. Guilt and hate, 
sorrow, mourning and resentment are 
never far from the surface. The Shoah 
raises awesome issues of criminal and 
moral culpability: It touches on subtle 
and complex psychological strategies 
for confronting or repressing an un- 
bearable reality. As our culture’s sym- 
bol of absolute evil, it has become the 
site of multiple and contested appropri- 
ations, harnessed to rival versions of 
identity politics, the limit-case in a 
strange but pervasive cult of compara- 
tive victimization. Above all, German 
and Jewish existence (albeit in different 

Steven E. Aschheim teaches cultural 
history at the Hebrew University, 
Jerusalem. He is author, most recently, of 
Culture and Catastrophe: German and 
Jewish Confrontations with National 
Socialism and Other Crises. 
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ways), are inextricably defined by it. 
How the Holocaust is understood 
shapes, in essential ways, the very iden- 
tities and self-definition of both groups. 

This is the backdrop for the concep- 
tion and extraordinary reception of 
Daniel Jonah Goldhagen’s Hitler’s Will- 
ing Executioners: Ordinary Germans and 
the Holocaust. It is currently the focus 
of animated, almost obsessive, discus- 
sion, attracting a huge readership (on 
May 12, it stood at 6 on The New York 
Times best-seller list). The lavish praise 
and popular acclaim as well as the hos- 
tility and unease it has evoked can be 
traced to the same source. For this 
avowed “reconceptualization” essential- 
ly confirms older stereotypical concep- 
tions as to how and why the Holocaust 
occurred. It is presented—and possesses 
its appeal—as a kind of “common-sense” 
history that derides conventional schol- 
arship as somehow naive, misled, and 
suspiciously self-serving. By viewing the 
Holocaust exclusively through the 
prism of a uniquely German anti-Semi- 
tism, as the unleashing of a long-brew- 
ing national project of “the Germans” 
(and not just the Nazis), and by shear- 
ing it of what he regards as its recent 
scholarly reductions and evasions into 
universalizing abstractions (“bureau- 

cratic murder,” the “banality of evil,” 
“obedience to authority,” and so on), 
Goldhagen, so to speak, returns the 
Shoah to the Jews. In effect, he offers a 
reactive mirror-opposite to the disput- 
ed and simplified Historikerstreit histo- 
ries of the 1980s, which sought to 
relativize Auschwitz into the “normal- 
ized” annals of regular human murder- 
ousness. His work bears careful scruti- 
ny and criticism. 

Fz. Goldhagen, the “Final Solution” 
is the logical outcome of a peculiar- 

ly lethal and singularly German “elimi- 
nationist anti-Semitism” that was built 
into the country’s political culture and 
its social and religious institutions. 
Already in the nineteenth century the 
overwhelming majority of Germans 
accepted this view as their “cognitive 
model” of the world. With the rise of 
Hitler, “eliminationist” anti-Semitism 
almost seamlessly melded into its racist, 
exterminationist form. The overwhelm- 
ing majority of Germans either “under- 
stood” or willingly engaged in the task 
of killing the Jews, usually in the most 
cruel and humiliating ways possible. 

The Shoah, Goldhagen argues, can- 
not be explained merely as the out- 
come of the policies of a dictatorial 
Nazi elite. Rather, its roots are to be 
found within the deepest continuities 
of German history. As such, it reflect- 
ed the authentic underlying sentiments 
and the popular will of the majority of 
the German nation. Nazism and Hitler 
merely provided the state-sanctioned 
legitimation for a popular desire await- 
ing its proper opportunity. 

This is a teleologically reworked ver- 
sion of the Sonderweg thesis, in which 
the peculiarity of German history, its 
mind and polity, is characterized not by 
the disjunction between advanced eco- 
nomic development and immature po- 
litical institutions, not by its illiberalism 
and late national unification, but almost 
completely by the persistent, special 
character of its anti-Semitism. With 
some, though never really significant, 
exceptions, “ordinary Germans” either 



supported or became enthusiastic exe- 
cutioners of a “national project.” Gold- 
hagen is able to reach these conclusions 
by leaning upon a vastly more refined 
and differentiated body of scholarship, 
which he then either does not acknowl- 
edge or summarily dismisses 

That anti-Semitism disfigured, and 
was profoundly evident in, nineteenth- 
and twentieth-century Germany is be 
yond dispute; that it was deeply 
bound—as a necessary if not sufficient 
condition—with the decision to exter: 
minate the Jews is common coin. What 
is at issue here, however, is not the ex- 
istence of Jew-hatred but the question 
of its relative weight as a causal agent 
amidst a welter of other forces and fac- 
tors. Goldhagen’s rendering of anti- 
Semitism as a kind of disembodied, au- 
tonomous force determining the course 
of modern German history results in a 
grossly imbalanced portrait 

To depict Germany as united in its 
consensual anti-Semitism is to ignore its 
particularly conflict-ridden, fractious 
history and the constant attacks upon 
Catholics, socialists, and liberals that 
were no less characteristic of this politi- 
cal culture. Goldhagen gives virtually 
no notice to the generally pro-Jewish 
Social Democrats—already in Wil- 
helmian times the largest German polit- 
ical party. If German anti-Semitism was 
as unanimously popular and respectable 
as Goldhagen asserts, why were the 
Nazis constrained to .zute their anti- 
Semitic rhetoric from 1929-1933? 
Numerous local studies suggest that 
ideological anti-Semitism was often the 
result of being won over to Nazism 
rather than the cause of the attraction. 

To be sure, the conspicuous absence 
of protest over the measures that 
gradually excluded Jews from German 
society, the fear and compliance of life 
in a dictatorship notwithstanding, also 
indicates a measure of shameful assent 
But why, one wonders, was the “Endl6- 
sung” kept secret? Even if, as Goldha- 
gen asserts, it eventually became an 
“open” secret, the authorities contin- 
ued to do everything to keep it hidden 
There is certainly no indication that the 
genocidal impulse proceeded from the 
bottom up, that it somehow represent- 
ed the pent-up fury of an enraged citi- 
zenry. If Goldhagen’s view is to be 
believed, the Nazi removal of restraints 
of violent action against the Jews im- 
posed by various Imperial and Weimar 
governments should have resulted in 
spontaneous popular anti-Semitic 
eruptions, roving bands carrying out 

Jew-hunts on the streets of Germany. 
This never happened. 

Most tellingly, Goldhagen never dis- 
cusses the responses of German Jews to 
this purported omnipresent and mono- 
lithic anti-Semitic reality. Had he done 
so, he would have had to conclude that, 
from emancipation on, they were spec- 
tacularly blind to their surroundings, 
grandly deluded. It is true that German 
Jews often idealized German society, 
omitting many of its less pleasant di- 
mensions. But such idealizations were 
rooted within a certain, albeit limited, 
social reality. Indeed, the whole point 
about the German-Jewish experience, 
the source of its enduring fascination 
and unparalleled creativity, lies in its 
ambiguous nature, the tension between 
acceptance and rejection. The anti-Jew- 
ish impulse was certainly always there, 
sometimes very powerfully, but if this 
were all, it would be quite impossible to 
explain why, for East European Jews, 
Germany stood as the magnet, the sym- 
bol of enlightenment and emancipation 
so sorely lacking in their own societies. 

German-Jewish life was always ne- 
gotiated in a social field of essentially 
mixed signals. Side by side with rejec- 
tion, resentment, and hostility, there was 
cultural and economic success—and 
some significant social integration. In 
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1911, 13 percent of Jewish men and 10 
percent of Jewish women had married 
non-Jews. The figures are more or less 
double that for the years covering 1919- 
1933. This does not jell with the picture 
of a virtually unanimous society of Jew- 
haters. Even within the brutalized, post- 
war context of Weimar Germany, it was 
precisely these mixed signals that 
proved so confusing to German Jews. 

Right-wing political rantings and na- 
tionalist agitation proceeded together 
with unprecedented Jewish success and 
participation in virtually all areas of life. 
For anti-Jewish forces, the problem con- 
sisted precisely in the fact that, as Peter 
Gay put it, the outsider had become an 
insider. It is the combination of integra- 
tion and assimilation with rejection and 
hostility that constitutes the denser real- 
ity. Even under the Nazis, as Eric John- 
son points out in a forthcoming work 
on the Gestapo terror, it was precisely 
the mixed messages of the authorities 
and a degree of kindness and friendship 
shown by various “ordinary Germans” 
that proved to be a trap for many Ger- 
man Jews. History is strewn with such 
complexities and ambiguities—yet 
Goldhagen will have none of them. 

When Goldhagen analyzes the actual 
murders, he does have some useful 
things to say. There may be substance to 

An inspiring collection 
of nine groundbreaking 
essays by the leading 
theorists of holistic 
education— 
David E. Purpel (author of The Moral and 
Spiritual Crisis in Education) draws from 
Abraham Heschel, Matthew Fox and Cornell 
West to describe an “education in a 

prophetic voice’ 

C.A. Bowers (author of Educating for an 
Ecologically Sustainable Culture) poses an 
ecological alternative, based on Gregory 
Bateson’s work, to the Cartesian worldview 
of the modern age. 

David W. Orr (author of Earth in Mind and 
Ecological Literacy) uses Nazi leader Albert 
Speer as a case study of “the dangers of 
education” and portrays a moral foundation 
for education. 

and other “vital voices of educational dissent 
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the charge that historians have increas- 
ingly tended to marginalize complicity 
or even tacit support and sublate it into 
forms of indifference and passivity. Cer- 
tainly the degree to which the “Final So- 
lution” was (or could have been) known 
seems to be far larger than recent litera- 
ture suggests. Although Raul Hilberg 
already documented this in 1961, it bears 
repeating that many sectors and layers 
of German society either supported or 
were actively involved in the machinery 
and activity of destruction. 

Above all, Goldhagen’s shift of fo- 
cus, although not entirely original, is im- 
portant. He correctly reminds us that 
millions of people were murdered out- 
side of the death camps, and that the 
dominant image of depersonalized, bu- 
reaucratic-industrial murder tends to 
underplay the importance of the perpe- 
trators themselves. Like Christopher 
Browning before him, Goldhagen 
demonstrates that many of these atroci- 
ties were carried out not by trained, ide- 
ological SS fanatics but by “ordinary 
Germans”—men and women. They did 
so in numerous police battalions (Gold- 
hagen’s description of the scope and 
scale of their activities is perhaps the 
most important contribution of the 
book), in indescribably cruel work 
camps, and on the death marches where 
the killings persisted, despite Himm- 
ler’s late orders to the contrary. Had 
Goldhagen written a book emphasizing 
these aspects of the genocide and plac- 
ing them within a different, more mod- 
est, analytic and historical framework, 
this would have been a far more signif- 
icant work of scholarship. 

he interpretive problem, however, 
remains and revolves around the 

issue of motivation. Goldhagen’s ordi- 
nary “Germans” are explicitly contrast- 
ed to Christopher Browning’s ordinary 
“men.” Browning posits the murderous 
willingness of the by-now infamous 
Hamburg Police Battalion 101 in situa- 
tional and “human” terms. In his 
version, anti-Jewish sentiment and 
stereotypes do play a role. For these 
murderers, he writes, the Jews “stood 
outside their circle of human obligation 
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and responsibility.” But Browning in- 
sists upon integrating this factor into a 
complex cluster of general situational 
pressures and dehumanizing mecha- 
nisms (group conformity, deference to 
authority, the dulling powers of alco- 
hol, routinization, and rationalization) 
that together facilitated the killings. 

For Goldhagen, the issue is framed 
entirely within the confines of a “na- 
tional” explanation. Germans believed 
their national cognitive model of the 
Jews, which the Nazis sharpened by 
their racist elaboration. When given the 
opportunity, Germans proceeded to act 
upon these beliefs. He mentions but 
never satisfactorily explains the espe- 
cially vicious murderousness of 
non-German auxiliaries. In a work that 
proposes a peculiarly “German” exter- 
minationist anti-Semitism, the lack of 
serious comparative analysis is particu- 
larly regrettable. 

But even if we stay with the German 
case, Goldhagen’s monocausal argu- 
ment cannot be sustained. In the case 
of the individual field-killers, we have 
no way of knowing whether their puta- 
tive anti-Semitism operated as cause or 
rationalization of their actions. It was, 
after all, a posture officially encouraged 
in ever-more brutalized, wartime Nazi 
propaganda. Goldhagen acerbically dis- 
misses the social psychological factors 
adduced by Browning as masking the 
elements of choice and agency entailed 
in the killings. But precisely because 
Goldhagen posits anti-Semitism as the 
single explanatory motivating force (as 
inaccessible to empirical demonstration 
as the approaches he criticizes), it is his 
unidimensional psychology that must 
be deemed mechanistic, less true to the 
vagaries of human complexity to which 
the historian must always be sensitive. 

What, however, of Goldhagen’s evi- 
dence that the killers went about their 
murderous work with voluntaristic gus- 
to and enthusiasm? These men sent 
gloating, happy pictures home, brazen- 
ly advertising their activities; some even 
brought their wives along. The perpe- 
trators committed genocide with essen- 
tially undisturbed consciences. But even 
if we accept that the murders were 
committed with relish, the issue of 
motivation remains unresolved. Saul 
Friedlander, never one to underestimate 
the power of anti-Semitism, has argued 
that the staggering dimensions of the 
mass murders were also facilitated by a 
quite unideological state of mind, a form 
of intoxication (Rausch). The perpetra- 
tors, he writes, were “seized by a com- 

pelling lust for killing on an immense 
scale, driven by some kind of extraordi- 
nary elation in repeating the killing of 
ever-huger masses of people.” There are 
simply too many instances of such 
“dionysian” mass murders in history for 
us to accept a peculiarly German geno- 
cidal anti-Semitism as the singular mo- 
tivating force. During the Spanish Civil 
War, a distressed Simone Weil wrote 
incisively of the protagonists: 

I have never seen either among 
the Spaniards or among the 
French....anyone who expressed, 
even in private conversation, re. 
pugnance or disgust for, or even 
only disapproval of, unnecessary 
bloodshed... Men ... would relate 
with a warm, comradely smile how 
they had killed priests or ‘fas- 
cists’...whenever a certain group of 
human beings is relegated, by some 
temporal or spiritual authority, be- 
yond the pale of those whose life 
has a price, then one finds it per- 
fectly natural to kill people. 

When one knows that one can 
kill without risk or punishment or 
blame, one kills; or, at least one 
smiles encouragingly at those who 
kill. If one happens to feel some re- 
vulsion, one hides it, one stifles it, 
fearing to be seen lacking in virili- 
ty. There seems to be in this some 
impulse of intoxication which it is 
impossible to resist...I have not 
found it in anyone. On the contrary, 
I have seen sober Frenchmen who 
of their own accord would never 
have thought of killing anyone— 
plunging with obvious relish into 
that blood-soaked atmosphere. 

Goldhagen’s monocausal “German 
anti-Semitism” not only fails at the level 
of the field-killers; it also ultimately nar- 
rows and distorts the larger historical 
context in which these Nazi horrors 
could become an option in the first place. 
It is, indeed, only within the setting-up 
of a new wartime framework, the un- 
precedented creation of an enabling 
killing- environment, that the debate over 
ordinary “ “men” and ordinary “Ger- 
mans” makes any sense at all. For the 
atrocities to occur, Nazism had to pro- 
vide the warrant for genocide, to offi 
cially and radically loosen previously in. tact taboos (taboos that applied ally 
to Goldhagen’s pre-1933 Germans). It 
is this great transgressive transformation 
that characterized Nazism, rendering the 
Endlésung both a thinkable and practi- 



cable proposition. Historians agree that 
German (and, indeed, European) racism 
and anti-Semitism, eugenics, and the dis. 
course of degeneration and regeneration 
were part of the informing background, 
the building blocks of the Nazi vision. 
But they also recognize the force of the 
rupture with the past, which seriously 
weakens the force of conventional ex 
planatory connections. In their unique 
ideological synthesis and fanatic deter 
mination to implement it, the Nazis cre 
ated something sui generis 

Certainly demonological anti-Semi 
tism was central to National Socialism; 
the Jews were consistently its most hat 
ed and ultimate victim. This pathology 
will always require special emphasis. But 
it is the enabling context in which Jew- 
hatred was transformed into genocide 
that is also crucial and left unaddressed 
by Goldhagen. Nazism’s imperial 
utopia, its propelling dynamic, flowed 
from its sustaining vision of a “positive” 
biological politics and a radical racial re 
organization of the world, implemented 
through hitherto undreamt-of large- 
scale eugenic and interrelated schemes 
of regeneration and destruction. Only 
the Jews were obsessively targeted for 
total extermination, but that operation 
occurred within a general eugenic frame 
work of German “renewal” and reset 
tlement coupled with exclusionary mea 
sures that included mass sterilizations, 
the killing of the German sick and in 
sane, the mass murder of Gypsies, the 
virtual extermination of the Polish intel 
ligentsia, the persecution and killing of 
homosexuals, and, between 1941 and 
1944, the deaths of about 7 million civil- 
ians in Russia. Goldhagen mentions 
some of these crimes, but their signifi 

cance is left unexplored; his explanatory 
scheme precludes him from setting them 
into proper context, as part of an ideo- 
logical continuum of despised and 
victimized outsider groups. (This is sur- 
prising, for in a review written in 1989, 
Goldhagen correctly castigated Arno 
Mayer for reducing all of Nazism to anti- 
Bolshevism and failing to integrate this 
catalog of crimes into Ais account.) It 
was not the autonomous strength of Jew- 
hatred that impelled it to assume its en- 
tirely novel, systematically genocidal 
apotheosis but rather its integration 
within the implementation of this total, 
eugenic vision of racial community. The 
Holocaust must be seen within the con- 
text of this continuum—of which it rep- 
resented the ultimate, extreme edge. 

E a laudatory review, Elie Wiesel com- 
ments that Goldhagen’s work is “dri- 

ven by the suffering of his people.” The 
graphic, painstakingly detailed descrip- 
tions of unspeakable horrors and atroc- 
ities indeed evoke pain and focus our 
anger. The book powerfully taps into 
this emotional substructure. But Gold- 
hagen should have more carefully con- 
sulted a new body of scholarly literature 
that seeks not to indulge but harness 
such feelings through a concerted and 
responsible exercise of self-reflexive- 
ness. His never-doubting explanatory 
framework is fueled by a vilifying mys- 
tique of “the Germans.” He repeatedly 
insists that “the study of Germans and 
their anti-Semitism before and during 
the Nazi period must be approached as 
an anthropologist would a previously 
unencountered preliterate people and 
their beliefs, leaving behind especially 
the preconception that Germans were 

The Book of Love 

in every ideational realm just like our 
ideal notion of ourselves.” 

This distancing comfortably relieves 
us from recognizing the implication of 
generally “human” (as well as uniquely 
German) propensities in the cruelties. 
But, even more important, it signifies 
failure to grasp the very heart of the is 
sue: the glaringly obvious fact that Ger- 
many was vot a preliterate or alien but 
rather a modern, supposedly cultured 
society fashioned in many ways after our 
own Judeo-Christian, Enlightenment- 
humanistic image. The enduring outrage 
and ongoing fascination, the scandal and 
the riddle, consists precisely in seeking 
to understand the penetration of the bar- 
barous within the familiarly cultured, 
the transgression of basic taboos within 
the framework of advanced civilization. 
Generations of scholars and thinkers, 
many of them Jewish and equally “dri- 
ven by the suffering” of their peopie, 
have thought (and continue to think) 
deeply and painfully over this issue. They 
have not reached a consensus, other than 
the realization that in matters as dense 
and complex as these humility is of the 
essence, that closure and certainty are 
probably unachievable. 

The refining task of scholarship is 
surely to call into question rather than 
reinforce stereotypical thinking and to 
encourage balanced and complex 
historical judgments on all sides. Gold- 
hagen’s book does not help in this 
endeavor. His “reconceptualization” of 
the Holocaust is as much a reflection of 
our own times as it is a history of the 
Germans and the crimes they perpe- 
trated. This is the source of its success— 
and its failure. O 

Sidra DeKoven Ezrahi 

The Song of Songs: A New Translation 
with an Introduction and Commentary 
by Ariel Bloch and Chana Bloch, 
Afterword by Robert Alter. Random 
House, 1995. 253 pp. $27.50. 

Sidra DeKoven 
TIKKUN’s editorial board, teaches compar 
ative Jewish literature at the Hebreu 
University of Jerusalem and is completing 

a study of exile and homecoming in the 
modern Jewish 
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magination. 

f every new translation of a “canon- 
ic” text is an index of the shifting 

values of the dominant culture and its 
dynamic encounters with the past, 
every new translation of the Bible in 
monotheistic cultures is a barometer 
of changes at the culture’s very core. 
Once the vernacular shadow-text has 
become deeply inscribed in the 
mnemonics of local culture, it cannot 
be reshaped without signifying a rup- 
ture in the process of transmission. 

In the English-speaking world dom- 
inated by Protestant-accented versions 
of the Bible, the Kingdom of Heaven 
has been mediated by the King’s Eng- 
lish for nearly four hundred years. 
“Goodness and mercy” may no longer 
be adequate as a late twentieth-century 
equivalent of “tov vahesed,” but they 
have so congealed in the English-speak- 
ing mind raised on the King James 
Psalter that they take on a life of their 
own, even after other, more colloquial, 
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versions have been made available. John 
Hollander reminds us that the Ameri- 
can schoolgirl’s deformation of the 
penultimate verse of the KJV Psalm 
23—“Surely good Mrs. Murphy shall 
follow me ail the days of my life”—sug- 
gests that she is “getting something more 
profoundly right about the line, the 
psalm, and poetry in general than any 
of her correctly parroting schoolmates. 
For the ‘mistake’ personifies the tov 
vachesed of the Hebrew as a beneficent 
pursuer....The child rightly attended to 
the trope set up by the intense verb ‘fol- 
low me’ and supplied an appropriate 
subject for it, thereby turning mechani- 
cal allegory into poetic truth.” If such 
“misconstruals” are the shape of the 
profound foreknowledge of the child/ 
poet, a new translation can have an 
equally defamiliarizing effect on ears 
dulled by the drone of repetition. 

Literate Jews would of course have 
read the Hebrew Bible and its Arama- 
ic commentaries in their original lan- 
guages, mediated by medieval Jewish 
exegesis. The recent spate of English 
translations, many of them issued by 
Jewish publishing houses, reflects a 
relative decrease in Hebrew literacy 
and an increase in general literacy in 
the American Diaspora, parallel to 
(and, in the case of the new Schocken 
translation prepared by Everett Fox, 
inspired by) the state of affairs that in- 
duced Martin Buber and Franz Rosen- 
zweig to undertake their monumental 
translation of the Bible into German 
in 1925. It also signals a diversification 
of the contexts and languages of inter- 
pretation in the culture at large and a 
decrease in the privileged status of the 
Standard Version of Anything. 

If the Hertz Pentateuch and 
Haftorahs and its more tendentious 
competitors, like the Art Scroll 
Chumash, have been geared mainly to 
the synagogue, these other translations 
seem directed equally at the classroom 
and the living room (and, in the case 
of the volume under consideration, 
the bedroom...) 

The symptom of a truly free market 
is not only in that “signifying” can be 
read as a divine or a narrative (i.e., hu- 
manly manufactured) procedure—but 
in that it can be both at once: The new 
Jewish Publication Society multi- 
volume translation of the Tanakh, the 
Hebrew Bible, will authorize but also 
remain in dialogue with the single- 
volume edition formatted for the 
annual lectionary cycle. 

One would expect advanced scien- 

tific research and modern critical sen- 
sibilities to be reflected in varying de- 
grees in the new translations, but there 
is an additional force that shapes the 
reconstrual of the Bible in our centu- 
ry: the “recovery” of the place of its 
enactment and inscription. Put some- 
what schematically, if “leaving Zion” 
after the destruction of the Second 
Temple entailed creating a hermeneu- 
tic apparatus that would make the 
Scriptures portable, “returning to 
Zion” some two thousand years later 
entails the opportunity—and the dan- 
ger—of regrounding the text in its 
original space. The opportunity lies in 
areconnection with the place itself and 
the new creative energies that can be 
released by that encounter; the danger 
lies in the monstrous forms that a lit- 
eralization of the text can authorize. 
How this occasion is (or is not) mani- 
fest in contemporary translations ad- 
dressed to non-Hebrew readers re- 
flects the relation of “peripheral” 
communities to the “sacred center” no 
less than the relation of the vernacular 
to the holy tongue. 

Depending on which book and 
which interpretive community we con- 
sider, the process exposes the deepest 
fault lines in contemporary Jewish cul- 
ture. “Translated” into a political man- 
date in certain circles, the Book of 
Joshua and the Book of Esther have 
provided prooftexts for a modern re- 
configuration of the theodicy of chosen- 
ness, the centrality and inalienability of 
the Land of Israel, and the eternal re- 
currence of the archetypal enemy. 

Yet, there are biblical texts that re- 
main resistant to such manipulation. 
It is hard to imagine any hideous uses 
to which Shir Hashirim, the Song of 
Songs, might be put. In fact, it might 
be quite wonderful if our fundamen- 
talists would apply themselves to a 
rereading of Shir Hashirim, which, tak- 
en quite literally, can furnish a license 
only for Jove. Chana Bloch and Ariel 
Bloch have provided a translation that, 
far from fundamentalist, still reaches 
for some literal place, some original 
cadence. 

he invitation to reground a text of 
love in Jerusalem, in the real spaces 

in which it was first imagined, is, as the 
Blochs claim in their splendid intro- 
duction, to restore its original colors 
and contours from under the patina of 
centuries of interpretation. And if, like 
the newly restored figures on the ceil- 
ing of the Sistine Chapel, their colors 



appear to be brighter and more daz- 
zling than centuries of gazing had ren- 
dered them, it is because what has been 
revealed is the complex immediacy of 
a belated but direct encounter. 

Shir Hashirim celebrates young, un- 
married, unfettered love enacted in 
private bowers and public spaces; 
Jerusalem is in full bloom, and so are 
the lovers. Their love is not exclusiv 
their song embraces the entire world. 
As Robert Alter defines it in his Afte: 
word, “the natural landscape, the cy- 
cle of the seasons, the beauty of the 
animal and floral realm, the profusion 
of goods afforded through trade, the 
inventive skill of the artisan, the 
grandeur of cities, are all joyfully af- 
firmed as love is affirmed.” In this gar- 
den, there is no shame and there is no 
retribution. In this royal city, we en- 
counter not woman as Jerusalem (see 
Lamentations, Micah), but woman in 
Jerusalem, celebrating her own and her 
lover’s bodies, celebrating nature, bod- 
ies-in-nature and bodies-as-nature: 
“That day you seemed to me a tall palm 
tree/ and your breasts/ the clusters of 
its fruit,/ I said in my heart,/ Let me 
climb into that palm tree/ and take 
hold of its branches.” 

The rabbis and medieval exegetes 
allegorized this landscape so that it 
could become portable and acclimate 
to places where vineyards and palm 
trees might not grow, so that a drama 
enacted entirely on the human plane 
could be incorporated into the divine 
epic. If Jewish and Christian exege: 
went so far as to render the Shulamite’s 
two breasts as Moses and Aaron and 
her navel as the Sanhedrin, if even to- 
day translators persist in veiling her 
face, the challenge of the restorer is to 
uncover her nakedness. 

Yet even as our bias toward “the 
text” and “the body” comes at the ex- 
pense of the theological discourse that 
camouflaged them, we should not 
overlook the fact that Eros was not 
completely lost even in those precincts; 
the immediacy and joy of two bodies 
delighting in each other became the 
eros of the road, of the mutual longing 
of God and the people of Israel and 
the land of Israel. Jerusalem will be- 
come re-eroticized in the twelfth-cen- 
tury poetry of Yehuda Halevi, and in 
the thirteenth-century mystical text of 
the Zohar. Yehuda Halevi’s reappro- 
priation of the metaphors of the body 
and of nature, seen against the back- 
ground of the rabbinic limits on the 
poetic fantasy and visual representa- 
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tion, recreates the immediacy and the 
urgency of the biblical text. Recon- 
necting to the object of desire, the 
medieval poet not only re-eroticizes 
the journey but dares to anticipate its 
consummation: “It/ would delight my 
heart to walk naked/ and barefoot 
among the desolate ruins/ where your 
shrines once stood; where/ your Ark 
was hidden away, where your/ cheru- 
bim once dwelled in the inner-/most 

chamber...”; “I'd soar on eagle-wings/ 
if only to mix my tears with your 
dust./...I shall kiss / and cherish your 
stones. Your earth/ will be sweeter 
than honey to my lips.” 

The poet who heads back to 
Jerusalem recovers the real journey 
and the physical world from the 
formaldehyde of allegory in which it 
has been both preserved and suspend- 
ed. Seen from the perspective of the 

late twentieth century, it is Halevi who 
began the long return to the vineyards 
and the gardens, to the alleyways and 
the gates of Jerusalem. Yet, since the 
poet himself never arrived, it will take 
many centuries until that journey is 
completed. Every translation and every 
interpretation of the Song of Songs 
somehow preserved the distance of the 
reader from the actual scene of love. 

The radical change in spatial orien- 
tation in our century confronts the 
translator with a double mandate: To 
re-materialize the text without making 
it overly familiar, without relinquish- 
ing its exotic lyricism and its poetic 
strangeness—but also without defa- 
miliarizing it out of the acoustical 
space in which its scriptural status is 
maintained. If the “flock of goats 
bounding down Mount Gilead” had 
become, over the centuries and in re- 
mote places, nearly as mythical as 
Ezekiel’s chariot, it is today an even 
more commonplace feature of the Jew- 
ish imagination than Tevye’s cow. The 
alleyways of Jerusalem have not lost 
their charm, but they have relin- 
quished something of their magic—a 
latter-day Shulamith, running through 
our nights inquiring of the watchmen 
the whereabouts of her lover, would 
have to dodge among pizzerias and dis- 
cotheques as well as vineyards and se- 
cret gardens. 

hana and Ariel Bloch have some- 
how succeeded in their translation 

of The Song of Songs in effecting a 
repatriation of the eros of journeys and 
arrivals, of the poetry of longing and 
consummation, without losing the en- 
chantment of the exotic in the familiar 
landscape. And they are ever cognizant 
of the price of their success: Language 
that is strange enough to maintain the 
exotic and erotic tension, but yet liter- 
al enough to register in its topography 
a return to the center of the biblical 
universe, must defend itself against the 
risk of generating a text that is so orig- 
inal that it would lack all resonance. 
(The King James Version, after all, re- 
flected not only Renaissance English 
and the theological bias of the Church 
of England, but also a significant me- 
dieval Jewish exegetical perspective). 

That is where the marriage of poet- 
ic translation (Chana) and scholarly 
commentary (Ariel) becomes so 
crucial. The connection is not as self- 
evident as it may at first appear, re- 
vealing in subtle ways the cacophonies 
as well as the harmonies of marriage. 
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By invoking traditional commentary 
as well as comparative linguistics and 
scientific evidence to support—and at 
times even to contravene—their trans- 
lation, the Blochs give a kind of license 
to the poetic imagination without sac- 
rificing the interpretive networks in 
which the text travels. 

In passages where no compelling 
scholarly or poetic reason exists to un- 
dermine it, the preference is for a reso- 
nant translation: “I am the rose of 
Sharon, the wild lily of the valleys,” s 
the female speaker, and the commen- 
tary explains that since neither the 
“experts on Palestinian flora” nor the 
commentators agree on the identity of 
“habasselet” and “sosannah,” “we have 
kept the familiar ‘rose’ and ‘lily’ because 
of their resonance in the tradition.” 

After Shulamith was reduced to ash- 

es in German poetry that marked the 
monstrosity of German deeds in mid- 
century (“dein aschenes Haar Su- 
lamith”—Paul Celan), she reappears 
in a new role at century's end: “I am a 
wall/ and my breasts are [as] towers,” 
she says in plain but melodious Eng- 
lish. “‘Ani homa/ veshadei kamigdalot.” 
The voluptuous young woman who has 
inscribed her body on the landscape 
and the landscape on her body may be 
more If-conscious about her 
metaphors than about her nakedness. 
She lets us know when she is making 
poetry. But as much as she luxuriates 
in imagery, she can also appreciate 
when a wall is just a wall, and breasts 
just breasts. 

The challenge that the Blochs have 
met so magnificently in their transla- 
tion and interpretation of the Song of 

Songs is the one that faces us all in 
these difficult times: How to continue 
to write love poetry about and in 
Jerusalem, to preserve the energy and 
the eros of desire, and to keep it sepa- 
rate from the pragmatic rewriting of 
the map of this city. The walled and 
turreted city the Shulamite has con- 
structed of her body, by calling atten- 
tion to the value of eros that knows 
that it is human love and not allegory; 
of imagery that knows it is symbolism 
and not sacrament, poetry and not pol- 
itics, becomes the best guarantee of a 
reduction of public strife. Only such 
boundaries will allow the architectural 
components to coalesce into a seam- 
less cityscape: “‘az hayiti be-'eynav/ ke- 
mos'et salom” is boldly and freely 
translated by the Blochs as: “But for 
my lover I am a city of peace.” 0 
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Telltale Hearts: The Origins and Im- 
pact of the Vietnam Antiwar Move- 
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na recent interview, Hillary Rodham 
Clinton mentioned that, while a stu- 

dent at Wellesley College in the 1960s, 
her views on the Vietnam War had 
been profoundly influenced by antiwar 
activist Carl Oglesby. Mrs. Clinton 
then unfortunately went on to describe 
Oglesby as a “Methodist theologian.” 
In reality, as a number of conservative 
commentators quickly and gleefully 
pointed out, Oglesby exercised a rather 
more secular authority in those years 
as a leader of Students for a Democra- 
tic Society (S.D.S.). 

Adam Garfinkle, a resident scholar 
at the Foreign Policy Research Insti- 
tute in Philadelphia, is among those 
amused by Mrs. Clinton’s gaffe. 
“Methodist theologian Carl Ogles- 
by he snorts midway through his 
study, Telltale Hearts: The Origins and 
Impact of the Vietnam Antiwar Move- 
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ment, “Did S.D.S. perform baptisms 
too?” 

Well, in a sense, yes, if one accepts 
the argument Garfinkle presents. In his 
view, antiwar protest was, at bottom, 
not about the rights or wrongs of Amer- 
ican involvement in Indochina. Anti- 
war protesters in the 1960s, he argues: 

seemed to need the belief in the 
equivalent of a moral apocalypse 
for reasons of personal commit- 
ment; the more portentous and 
dramatic the stake, the more 
praiseworthy one’s dedication be- 
comes and the more unequivocal 
one’s commitment must be.... The 
emotional backdrop of the anti- 
war movement, the personal 
catharsis it provided its adherents, 
and the peer support it could gen- 
erate go far toward explaining why 
many second-echelon activists, 
young and old, often seemed im- 
pervious to rational arguments 
about the Vietnam War or other 
aspects of U.S. foreign policy... 

Or, as was sometimes said in the 
1960s, the issue was not the issue. 

en I heard Mrs. Clinton’s com- 
ment, I was impressed that she 

was able to dredge up Oglesby’s name 
at all, considering how he has been over- 
shadowed in popular recollection of the 
era by more flamboyant types like Jer- 
ry Rubin. Still, the episode serves as a 
useful illustration of the malleability of 
individual memory and its pitfalls for 
the historian. Like many of us, the First 
Lady would prefer her life story to fol- 
low a coherent and uncomplicated nar- 
rative line, in which all past beliefs and 
actions are consistent with her current 
perspective and responsibilities. 

But there’s more than one way to 
rewrite history. Garfinkle describes 
himself as a “fringe member of the 
Vietnam generation” who took part in 
the Pentagon protest in October 1967, 
which marked the antiwar movement's 
self-described shift “from protest to 
resistance.” Unlike Mrs. Clinton, 
Garfinkle’s mood in revisiting the 
moral and political battlefields of his 
youth is anything but wistful. Whether 
his regrets contribute to the accuracy 
of his analysis is another question. 

Garfinkle contends that the antiwar 
protests of the 1960s were “counter- 
productive.” Acting out a psychologi- 



cal agenda that led to the embrace of 
tactics and positions “deeply offen 
sive” to the majority of Americans, 
youthful antiwar protesters and their 
“adversary culture” adult mentors not 
only “did not help stop the war,” but 
indeed “helped prolong it.” The war 
was a disaster, to be sure, but, as 
Garfinkle argues, only those afflicted 
with a deep and abiding rage against 
their parents and their country could 
have concluded that it reflected any 
systemic flaw in American society or 
foreign policy 

Hearts concedes that anti 
war protesters were “well-intentioned,” 
and neither dupes nor agents of the in- 
ternational communist conspiracy. Al 
though Garfinkle makes frequent use 
of the term “adversary culture,” he does 
not weight it with the implications of 
moral deviance or anti-Americanism 
customary in conservative discourse. In 
one of his better chapters, devoted to 
exploring the connection between the 
antiwar movement of the 1960s and 
“American traditions of dissent,” 
Garfinkle declares: 

In America’s past, fringe forces 
in politics have intersected con 
tinuously with mainstream 
views, and in the main American 
society is not the worst for it—the 
abolitionist, suffragette, and labor 
movements were all, in their ori- 
gins, far outside the political main- 
stream, and few Americans today 
wish to return to a social status 
quo with slavery, an all-male fran- 
chise and no rights for workers to 
organize and strike. 

For the most part, Garfinkle writes 
in a tone of sorrowful head-shaking, 
which I find vastly preferable to the 
self-righteous histrionics characterizing 
the work of other lapsed Sixties radi. 
cals given to “second thoughts,” such 
as Ronald Radosh and David Horowitz 

And his goal is a laudable one. He 
sets out to challenge what he regards 
as a politically complacent bias among 
historians favoring the antiwar move- 
ment. The leading books in the field 
have all been written by authors who 
sympathize with the antiwar cause. As 
Garfinkle suggests, these works have, 
by and large, been committed to the 
propositions that “the war was un 
winnable...and that, despite youthful 
excesses, the movement did far more 
good than harm.” Those happen to be 
beliefs I share, but I think a solid con 

servative critique of the antiwar move- 
ment would be useful in keeping us 
erstwhile peaceniks on our toes. 

|) fegssaneur this isn’t it. For all 
its reasonable tone and honorable 

intentions, Telltale Hearts turns out to 
be a sloppily argued, derivative work, 
riddled with shaky assumptions and 
factual errors. (Anybody who can 
write, as Garfinkle does, that author 
Kirkpatrick Sale was a “former presi- 
dent of $.D.S.,” or that members of 
Vietnam Veterans Against the War 
“did not have long hair” might show a 
little humility when ridiculing others’ 
faulty memories.) 

Garfinkle argues that a “breakdown 
in the socialization process” in the 
1950s, due in significant measure to 
the mis-application of Dr. Benjamin 
Spock’s child-raising advice, delegit- 
imized parental authority in the eyes 
of baby-boomers, with doleful politi- 
cal consequences: 

The rage of student radicals 
against society was ... often a pro- 
jection; the real target was their 
vacillating parents, or if not their 
parents then the moral vacancies 
that vitiated their spirits... 
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This, of course, has a familiar ring. 
Thirty years ago, Dr. Spock was already 
a target of conservative ire, both for en- 
couraging “permissiven and for his 
own antiwar activism. Garfinkle is at 
pains to distinguish his own interpreta- 
tion from the notion, “long popular on 
the Right,” that “student radicals be- 
came radical because dysfunctional per- 
sonal and family lives led them to take 
revenge on society.” In contrast to such 
commentators as Stanley Rothman and 
Robert S. Lichter, Garfinkle does not 
believe that antiwar protesters were 
“primarily ... self-hating, psychologi- 
cally aberrant, or sociopathic.” What 
Garfinkle does believe is that, as a 
group, they suffered from “deficient 
superego formation...” 

Long-distance mass psychoanalysis 
is a tricky business. It’s hard enough 
for biographers to sort out the con- 
flicting conscious and unconscious 
motives of a single subject. When you 
are trying to put several million peo- 
ple on the couch, it is probably better 
to err on the side of caution 

Of course, like Garfinkle, I can lay 
no claim to professional expertise here. 
But I do remember enough from the 
single undergraduate semester I spent 
dispensing tasty little brown pellets to 
caged rats to know that in order to 
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generalize about unusual behavior or 
states of mind, psychologists usually 
attempt to establish a valid set of com- 
parisons for what is “normal.” 

In Dr. Garfinkle’s laboratory, how- 
ever, there are no control groups. Were 
left-wing students more likely to have 
come from family backgrounds 
marked by the presence of “vacillating 
parents” than apolitical or right-wing 
students? Don’t know. How did they 
compare in that regard with men who 
served in Vietnam? Can’t say. How 
about those who came back from the 
war and joined the protests? Not a 
clue. The white New Left tended to 
take ideological cues and rhetoric from 
the Black movement. Were there any 
significant differences between the 
family socialization and psychological 
make-up of white and Black student 
activists? No answer. Was Black 
“rage” in the later 1960s also the prod- 
uct of permissive child-rearing? 
Umm.... And what are we to make of 
the fact that the New Left was an in- 
ternational phenomenon, with strong 
followings in countries as geographi- 
cally and culturally far-flung as Japan, 
Mexico, Britain, France, and West 
Germany? 

Garfinkle does manage to pose a 
question that should be of particular 
interest to readers of TIKKUN: Why 
were Jews “disproportionately in- 
volved”-in the New Left? He has a sim- 
ple answer: 

Because that group of mostly 
urban, acculturated Jews was fat- 
ed to gather the bitter harvest of 
two generations of sometimes ob- 
sessive materialism and assimila- 
tion, the casting off of tradition 
and piety for the salve of liberal- 
ism and its assumed powers of 
protection against anti-Semitism... 

He fails to notice, or at least to men- 
tion, that long before the parents, and 
even the grandparents, of the baby- 
boomers were born, Jews were already 
disproportionately involved in left-wing 
radical movements. Perhaps the young 
members of the General Jewish Work- 
ers Bund of Russia and Poland also suf- 
fered from deficient superegos. But, if 
so, I doubt it was a reaction to the “ob- 
sessive materialism and assimilation” of 
their elders. Why should Garfinkle as- 
sume that Jewish involvement in the 
New Left was a product of the decay of 
parental authority when it seems at least 
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equally plausible to attribute it to 
deeply-rooted family tradition? 

W' en I think back on the late 1960s, 
I feel no compulsion to transform 

Carl Oglesby into a pillar of the 
Methodist Church: I liked him well 
enough as one of the more clear-headed 
political thinkers associated with the 
New Left. But I’m not without second 
thoughts and regrets of my own. If it 
were in my power to rewrite my person- 
al history, I would recast myself as a cross 
between pacifist David McReynolds and 
journalist I.F. Stone—two staunch crit- 
ics of the war who never forgot that the 
purpose of antiwar protest was to 
persuade the undecided, rather than to 
establish the radical bona fides of the 
already committed. Alas, I was who I 
was—and that made me much less 
effective than I might have been in 
opposing a war that, upon mature 
reflection, I still regard as an abomina- 
tion. But is Garfinkle right when he 
argues that the antiwar movement 
actually prolonged the conflict? 

It is worth remembering that the an- 
tiwar movement was unpopular from 
i rliest, most polite, most pacifist 

s—before the onset of Viet Cong 
flags, and chants of “Ho-Ho-Ho-Chi 
Minh!,” and all of the other devices 
that my friends and I had come up with 
by the late 1960s to marginalize our- 
selves. Lei’s face it: Americans don’t 
like messengers bearing bad news. 
Does Garfinkle think that the aboli- 
tionists, suffragists, and trade unionists 
he praises were ever beloved by the ma- 

y of their contemporaries? 
The reception received by the civil 

rights movement in the early 1960s of- 
fers a useful comparison. When the 
Freedom Riders tried, non-violently 
and constitutionally, to desegregate in- 
terstate travel facilities in 1961, a 
Gallup Poll revealed that 63 percent 
of the public disapproved of their ac- 
tions. How can one expect that the an- 
tiwar movement would do any better? 
With hundreds of American soldiers 
dying every week at the hands of the 
communist enemy in South Vietnam, 
there was simply no way that the move- 
ment, however responsible and re- 
spectable in its actions and rhetoric, 
was going to avoid condemnation by 
many, and perhaps most, Americans. 
That’s not to say that it couldn’t and 
shouldn’t have done better. But it is 
also worth remembering that a move- 
ment does not have to win majority 

support to achieve its ends. 
Historian George Herring, in his 

book, America’s Longest War, offers 
what I think is the most balanced 
assessment of the mixed impact of 
antiwar protests. In a passage quoted 
favorably by Garfinkle, Herring writes 
that in “a perverse sort of way, the 
protest may even have strengthened 
support for a war that was not itself 
popular.” But Garfinkle—mustering 
his evidence with characteristic selec- 
tivity—leaves out the remainder of 
what Herring had to say in the same 
paragraph. The antiwar movement, 
Herring concluded: 

..forced Vietnam onto the pub- 
lic consciousness and challenged 
the rationale of the war and in- 
deed of a generation of Cold War 
foreign policies. It limited John- 
son’s military options and may 
have headed off any tendency 
toward more drastic escalation. 
Perhaps most important, the dis- 
turbances and divisions set off by 
the antiwar movement caused 
fatigue and anxiety among the 
policymakers and the public, and 
thus eventually encouraged efforts 
to find a way out of the war. 

Garfinkle has changed his mind 
since the days he was protesting the 
war; he now apparently believes (al- 
though he fails to present any evidence 
for this startling assertion) that in the 
later 1960s the Saigon regime was 
evolving into a genuinely democratic 
government, and that with some (un- 
elaborated) shift in military strategy, 
the United States could have prevailed 
in the war at an acceptable cost in 
American and Vietnamese lives. In the 
end, what he offers is a somewhat 
kinder, gentler version of the standard 
right-wing argument, intended to di- 
minish the concerns of antiwar pro- 
testers and trivialize their memory. 

If Hillary Clinton erred in the direc- 
tion of a benign nostalgia in her recol- 
lection of the 1960s, that’s no worse 
than the alternative offered by Garfin- 
kle, which is to measure the current sta- 
tus of his political sanctification by the 
distance traveled from his earlier state 
of sin. I think he needs to talk to a good 
theologian. Perhaps the Reverend 
Oglesby could set him straight. 0 



The Greening of Judaism 

James Ponet 

M
A

IR
A

V
 
S

A
L

O
M

O
N

 

n to Earth Judaism: Food, Money, 
nd the Rest of Your Life, by Arthur 

askow. Morrow, 1995. 402 pp 

restling: Round 2, by Arthur 
skow. Jewish Lights, 1996. 338 pp 

$23.95 

6¢qQTMlumsy, intuitive, marked by a 
blunder here and a blemish there, 

yet powerfully attractive to others who 
connected with its impulsive energy.” 

This is how Arthur Waskow de- 
scribes his first Jewish book, The Free. 
dom Seder, an inspired, untutored 
midrash on the Passover Haggadah, 
which stirred a generation of political- 
ly active and religiously sensitive 
American Jewish youth from the mo. 
ment it was published in 1969. More 
than twenty-five years and s veral Jew- 
ish books later, Waskow is still impul- 
sive and intuitive, still powerfully at- 

James Ponet is Jewish chaplain at Yale 
University 

tractive to many others who have come 
to recognize him as the leading 
writer/activist in the “movement for 
Jewish renewal.” 

A student of Rabbi Zalman 
achter-Shalomi, whom he describes 
the rarest kind of rebbe—for he 

creates not clones of himself but inde- 
pendent leaders,” Waskow was 
ordained a rabbi in 1995 “by a com- 
mittee of one Hasidic, one Reform, and 
one Conservative Rabbi and a Jewish 
feminist theologian.” He first discov- 
ered his passion for Judaism during the 
Washington riots that broke out after 
the assassination of Martin Luther 
King, Jr. on April 4, 1968. He was al- 
ready thirty-four years old, an author, 
activist, and family man; it would have 
been out of character and out of se- 
quence for him to take up, Akiba-style, 
a protracted apprenticeship. “If some- 
one had insisted that I wait to create 
until I knew how to steer and to brake, 
I would have shrugged and moved 
on...,”. Waskow comments. So he 

learned as he wrote, risking errors while 
making inspired connections between 
fragments of Jewish tradition and the 
fraying edges of the American political 
tradition. “Somewhere within me, 
deeper than my brain or my breathing, 
my blood began to chant.” 

Waskow’s two newest books, God- 
wrestling: Round 2 and Down to Earth 
Judaism: Food, Sex, Money and the Rest 
of Your Life, carry this process of learn- 
ing/teaching another step forward. 
Godwrestling: Round 2, a revision of 
his 1978 Godwrestling, is at turns rhap- 
sodic, confessional, liturgical, and 
prophetic. Down to Earth Judaism 
functions as its sober, programmatic 
counterpart. An eloquent if somewhat 
repetitive handbook, it marks 
Waskow’s attempt to balance his earli- 
er work about the Jewish holiday cy- 
cle, Seasons of Our Joy, with a blue- 
print for Jewish living in the day-to-day. 
It is a worthy companion volume. 

While Waskow’s emerging theology 
of radical immanence or pantheism per- 
meates Down to Earth Judaism, it is in 
Godwrestling that Waskow allows him- 
self to write freely about his theological 
“wrestling” and “dancing.” Undeterred 
by Irving “Yitz” Greenberg's famous 
summons to constrain theological dis- 
course—“No statement, theological or 
otherwise, should be made that would 
not be credible in the presence of burn- 
ing children”—free of the tortuous, 
philosophical dialectic that informs the 
late Joseph Soloveitchik’s ruminations 
on God, untouched by the Freudian 
despair that permeates the thinking of 
Richard Rubenstein, the angry edge that 
cuts through the tenderest writing of 
Elie Wiesel, and the rebellious, anti- 
philosophical rage that informs Emil 
Fackenheim’s work, Waskow writes 
confidently about the birth of a new or- 
der: “...some other language that en- 
compasses and transcends modernity is 
necessary. I propose that this language 
is God-language. It is God in a new key, 
with a new Name. For the old God- 
language was itself transcended, re- 
duced, relativized, by the leap of moder- 
nity” (Godwrestling, p. 178). 
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le his style is personal and infor- 
mal, Waskow deploys his God- 

language to build and motivate a 
constituency, namely that body of non- 
Orthodox American Jews who want to 
create “a transformed post-Rabbinic 
Judaism—feminist, holistic, eco-cen- 
tered, body-affirming, yet deeply rooted 
in the Jewish past.” Perhaps because he 
writes to promote his political agenda, 
Waskow projects a melange of different 
personae. At times he is a Jewish Walt 
Whitman, rapturously identified with the 
whoie Jewish people, America, the earth, 
the biosphere, God. At other times, as 
he recalls his Baltimore childhood and 
his coming of age in Washington, he is a 
nostalgic family chronicler. Sometimes 
he is recording secretary for Fabrangen, 
a Washington-based Havurah of which 
he was a member for many years, re- 
porting the musings, arguments, and in- 
sights of its various, usually unnamed, 
members. (At the end of Godwrestling, 
he addresses his former Fabrangene 
“To all those Fabrangeners who remem- 
ber those discussions differently, I say 
You are right—and so am I.”) Some- 
times he is a disciple reporting and ap- 
plying the teachings of Reb Zalman on, 
say, “the four worlds” or “eco-kashrut.” 
At other times, he is a kind of codifier 
laying out a progressive Guide to Jewish 
Practice that explains development in rit- 
ual as the product of various historical 
struggles: Bible versus ancient pagan- 
isms, Talmud versus Hellenism, Reform- 
Conservative-Socialist-Zionist Judaisms 
versus Modernity. And finally, he is a 
prophet proclaiming a paradigm shift 
and the emergence of a new ritual, a new 
ethics, economy, theology, sociology. 

Waskow’s Judaism of Renewal, a 
combination of mysticism, activism, 
deep ecology, and feminism, imagines 
the earth to be alive yet seriously 
wounded, humanity to be neither own- 
er nor steward but rather a fully em- 
bedded participant in the life of the 
earth, and the Jewish people to be “a 
worldwide transgenerational move- 
ment to prevent environmental dis 
ters and protect the earth” (Down To 
Earth Judaism, p. 226). Planetary in 
orientation, committed to celebrating 
the Unity of All, this Judaism is averse 
to distinctions and uncomfortable with 
hierarchy and law. The Talmudic term 
mitzvah, for example, which means 
“revealed commandment,” is translat 
ed in a more “feminine” mode as “con 
nection.” Thus, the language of bles 
ing spoken before the performance of 

a mitzvah is rendered, “Blessed is the 



One Who makes us holy by connect 
ing us with each other, and teaches us 
to connect through the thythm or prac 
tice or celebration of 

Although he heralds the arrival of 
this new Judaism, Waskow experi 
ences himself as a fiddler on the roof 

I don’t want to go back to the old, 
closed world—but I do want to dance 
with the earthquake instead of being 
buried by it” (Down To Earth Judaism, 
p. 52). Nostalgic for the lost world of 
the Bundists, the democratic socialists, 
and the kibbutz of A.D. Gordon, 
Waskow ra bts in the section 
of Down to Earth ‘udaism that focuses 
on the meaning ba use of money, that 
“no longer does the ultimate vision of 
socialism act as a magnet in Jewish life 
as it did in the beginning of the twen 
tieth century.” Socialism, after all, had 
been the economic theory of a disen 
franchised people. But economic, 
social, technological, and political suc 
cess has transformed the Jews. “If we 
are no longer runaways, exiles, victims, 
do we need to turn the world around? 
If we are comfortable and well pro- 
tected, do we want to turn the world 
around? If not, what is our purpose? 
Is there indeed a ‘we,’ a band of us, at 
all? These are the questions that now 

the Jewish people” (Down To 
rth Judaism, p. 206). In response 
skow declares that the purpose of 

Judaism is precisely to save the earth 
from physical destruction and spiritual 
barrenness, that what threatens the 
earth is “all devouring global technolo 
gy,” and that what can save the earth is 
the embodied Jewish notion of Shab: 
bat, that is, surcease from overwork 
overproducing, overbuying, overeat 
ing. If Talmudic Rabbis had found a 
way to protect their Judaism by adapt 
ing it to a hostile world, post-modern 
Jews, Waskow suggests, must now find 
a way to protect the world by bringing 
to it a renewed Jewish spirituality 

Under the inspiration of Reb Zalman 
Schachter-Shalomi’s revisioned Ha 
sidism, the Judaism of Renewal deliv 
ers its message in kabbalistic and 
halakhic language. As American cuisine 
has absorbed bagels and lox, American 
English appropriated yiddishisms like 
maven, shtik, cht , and schlep. The 
American spiritual lexicon today seems 
singularly receptive to Hebrew phrases 
such as #ikk; olam, shalom chaver, 
shabbat, and so maybe to the proposed 
hybrid term, “eco-kashrut.” Coined by 
Schachter-Shalomi in order to assert 
the relevance of ecological criteria in 

the determination of a food’s dietary 
status, eco-kosher as term and concept 
captures the central aspiration of the 
movement for Jewish renewal. A word 
fully at home in American English, in- 
side the organized Jewish community 
“kosher” is a cathected term fraught 
with political, economic, and social 
implication, controlled by the Ortho- 
dox, challenged in details by the 
Conservative, and rejected by the 
Reform. Eco-kosher recovers kashrut 
as a functioning religious category for 
the whole Jewish people by giving it 
world relevance. 

What the Eco-Kosher Project 
implies is that we can strengthen 
our Jewish distinctiveness and 
serve the needs of the earth as well; 
that we can strive to heal ourselves 
by helping to heal the earth, and 
help to heal the earth by healing 
ourselves (Down To Earth Ju- 
daism, p. 129). 

Iam moved and edified by the depth 
and passion of Arthur Waskow’s dance 
with Judaism. Nonetheless, I cannot es- 
cape the sense that he takes evil too light 
ly, that he dismisses law, obligation, and 
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finitude too easily, that he tries to re- 
move the sting from death by focusing 
exclusively on the “web of life.” As he 
presents the spectacle of the world 
hovering between the horrors of 
Auschwitz/Hiroshima barely behind us 
and an imaginable planetary holocaust 
looming before us, he lifts himself out 
of despair by observing that the earth is 
really God, and God is really good. 
“Our job is to unwrap the veil to dis- 
cover that our history is God, our bi- 
ology is God, our everything is God” 
(Godwrestling, pp. 180-181). 

The call to a flowing, pantheistic 
ethic of connection actually covers 
over an abyss of despair. If Reality is 
in fact at war against itself, if the world 
really totters on the edge of extinction, 
then Waskow’s program makes com- 
pelling sense. But if these times are in 
fact no more apocalyptic than those of 
any other fin de siécle, then is 
Waskow’s messianism out of place? 

To the contrary. Waskow correctly 
intuits that Judaism is either an urgent 
response to the crisis of existence, or 
it is banal and dispensable. That is 
what the prophets knew and precisely 
what Hillel taught when he asked, 
not now, when?” 0 
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Let THEM Eat PIE 
(Continued from p. 19) 

delivered her instant response to each speaker before 
acknowledging the next. I was reminded of the judges 
at an athletic competition, raising their signs. During 
lunch I sat next to a program officer who asked how I 
thought the meeting was going. In reply, I inquired 
whether they’d ever considered having a disinterested 
party chair these sessions. “Why?” she wondered. 

“Well,” I said, “you aren’t getting the free and open 
dialogue the invitation said you wanted. Most of these 
people get money from Ms. Big, or hope to, and she lets 
everyone know exactly what she wants to hear.” 

The program officer put down her fork and faced 
me, looking amazed. “Do you really think people are 
tailoring their remarks to her?” 

That is what I mean by believing your own propaganda. 

he philanthropic culture is rapidly worsening. 
The polarization of income encouraged by Rea- 
gan-Bush-Clinton-era social policies has in- 

creased class disparities. According to a recent New 
Yorker article by John Cassidy, the real income of the 
median wage-earner in this country has dropped by just 
under 5 percent since 1979, while the real income of the 
richest five percent rose by 29 percent, and that of the 
richest 1 percent by 78 percent. According to Edward 
N. Wolff, an economist at New York University, in the 
1920s, wealth (not just income) in the United States was 
the most equally distributed of any nation’s, but today 
our country is the most unequal in the industrialized 
world. Forty-two percent of wealth belongs to 1 per- 
cent of the population. Sixty percent of growth in 
wealth between 1983 and 1989 went to 1 percent of the 
population. 

In the ’60s and ’70s, when income and wealth distri- 
bution were flatter and many foresaw the possibility of 
a near-universal middle class, a stream of fresh air blew 
through the hermetic culture of philanthropy. Interest- 
groups of prospective beneficiaries made demands. 
Women and people of color were consequently asked 
to join foundation boards and staffs. The appearance (if 
not the actuality) of fairness emerged as a considera- 
tion, particularly at the more liberal foundations, which 
crafted rules, policies, and procedures that purported 
to subject applicants to uniform standards of review. 

Most of this reform was nothing but window dress- 
ing: Asian or Latino program officers can uphold the 
standards of the class that employs them just as effec- 
tively as Europeans—often more effectively, because it 
is hard for a disgruntled applicant to deploy charges of 
racism or elitism against a person of color. But even 
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window dressing has its uses. When private funders 
went public with claims of fairness or equity, it was 
sometimes possible to embarrass them into making 
good on their boasts. 

All that is over now. In the current political zeitgeist, 
worldly wealth is taken as evidence of spiritual attain- 
ment. We are bombarded with calls to end handouts 
and return our country to the Edenic state of our hardy 
forebears. Irate citizens write to “Dear Abby,” appalled 
at witnessing the purchase of birthday cake with food 
stamps. Like paupers in Puritan times, contemporary 
have-nots are arrayed in the shame of their failure to 
achieve wealth, and deserve punishment. 

Not long ago, the Republican Congress took steps to 
weaken nonprofit organizations, described as the orga- 
nizational equivalent of “welfare queens,” gorging at the 
public trough while daring to nibble the hand that feeds. 
Legislation proposed that not-for-profit organizations 
receiving federal funds be prohibited from engaging in 
advocacy, even on their own money and time. In other 
words, the price of public subvention should include 
surrendering free speech. This logic does not extend, 
however, to the businesses receiving government funds 
through contracts. The Right doesn’t question the enti- 
tlement of the military-industrial complex to absorb tax 
funds far in excess of grants to nonprofits, while main- 
taining massive lobbying operations to ensure that the 
river of government gold never ceases to flow. 

Except for the hard-Right philanthropies that sup- 
port The Republican Way, most of the decent and con- 
scientious (and liberal) people who operate the philan- 
thropic sector are as appalled by the new social 
Darwinism as are their grantees. But that doesn’t 
change the fact that the culture of philanthropy has 
shifted along with the culture of politics, and the result 
is that foundations don’t have to pretend to be fair, rea- 
sonable, and participatory anymore. They baked the 
pie, and if you want a piece, you had better ask very, 
very nicely. 

here is an aphorism beloved of those who oppose 
government “handouts”: Give a man a fish, and 
he eats for a day; give him a fishing pole, and he 

eats every day. The philanthropic pie is richly glazed 
with such glossy rhetoric of “empowerment,” but be- 
neath the pastry lurks a nasty surprise. 

Obviously, constituted authority and accumulated 
wealth fear the empowerment of those beneath them. If 
this were not so, they would eagerly support the initia- 
tives that give ordinary people some control over their 
destinies: unions; decent, secure shelter and employ- 
ment; safe food, air, and water; affordable health care; 
publicly funded elections. Even extending the franchise 



is feared by Republicans, who oppose weekend voting 
or other innovations that promise to increase electoral 
participation by working people. 

Fishing poles come in many forms. To be viable, any 
field needs infrastructure, including the means to enter 
into civic and national policy dialogue. Social institu- 
tions are shaped by those with the resources and fore- 
sight to get involved early. For example, American 
television is so dismal because free-spending commer- 
cial interests entirely dominated its early days. A public 
interest was asserted much later, leaving room only for 
the highly imperfect Public Broadcasting System, and 
now that, too, may be on the way out. 

In this country, competition to influence new social 
forms is fueled by money and markets. People in the 
nonprofit sector may have the clearest ser 
wealth, the most visionary ide: 
est memory of historical le: 

se of common- 
s of possibility, the sound- 
sons to bring to such a 

debate. But without resources to compete with commer- 
cial interests, they have little chance to make an impact. 

What happened in television is now happening in 
the burgeoning telecommunications field. A year or so 
ago, an organization we know applied to a Major Na- 
tional Foundation for support to enter this arena with a 
public-interest project. The foundation’s response was 
that so many applications for such projects had been 
submitted that instead of funding any of them, a study 
would be commissioned. By the time the study is com- 
plete and guidelines are in place, commercial interests 
will have cornered enough ways to exploit the new 
media for economic gain that they will be able to 
dominate their future development. As with television, 
the public interest will emerge in the interstices of the 
market, few and far between. 

David Callahan recently wrote about this problem in 
The Nation, contrasting liberal foundations’ anorexic 
response to policy-related projects with the Right’s un- 
abashed largesse in pursuing its policy agenda. He not- 
ed that “the left is handicapped in the war of ideas be- 
cause its policy intellectuals do not have generous 
patrons.” Think tanks and other policy projects articu- 
lating democratic public interests are fishing-pole fac- 
tories, but foundations would rather dole out fish. 

Deep, structural analyses of social problems tend to 
raise embarrassing questions about the right of those on 
top to construct social policies that enable them to re- 
main there. To many foundation operatives I’ve met, 
the thought of marginal and impertinent not-for-profit 
types erting their right to carry on dialogue and come 
up with ideas to counter the Right’s dominance is akin 
to buying birthday cake with food stamps 

The problems of the philanthropic culture demand 
attention as the dismantling of the public sector contin- 

ues to elevate private philanthropies to unprecedented 
prominence. Deference to their studies and pronounce- 
ments increases; more organizations look to them for 
support; and budget-cutting politicians claim daily that 
private charity can do everything they are denying gov- 
ernment the means to do. But beyond accounting to the 
LR-S. for their expenditures, private philanthropies are 
subject to few of the demands for public accountability, 
participation, or fairness that arise every time a tax dol- 
lar is spent. 

The solution is not obvious. In principle, it is better 
for the public sector to tax wealth and distribute social 
goods by democratic means. Illiteracy, infant mortality, 
declining wages, and homelessness are some of the in- 
trinsically public problems which must be addressed 
through the public sector. But I would rather place my 
bet on a snowball’s survival in Hell than on the current 
prospects for revitalizing our public sector. 

There are many v 
some of the pow 

for foundations to relinquish 
er that blights the self-serving practice 

of charity. They can delegate power to autonomous de- 
cision-making groups. A lottery system could choose 
between qualified grantees, dispensing with the whole 
costly enterprise of justifying essentially arbitrary deci- 
sions. The foundations could shift their emphasis from 
enacting rituals of dominance to preventing poverty, as 
Maimonides counseled. 

But few of those on top are apt to step down will- 
ingly; the solution needs to be structural and systemic. 
No matter how you look at it, getting rich people to pay 
their fair share of taxes must be a cornerstone of any 
approach to reforming the philanthropic system. Must 
we wait for them to volunteer? O 

FE&MTV 
Limited copies of the Foundation for Ethics and 
Meaning video, A Conversation with Michael 
Lerner, are still available. It features a forty-five- 
minute talk by Lerner followed by more than thir- 
ty minutes of audience questions, plus pmments 

by several Summit speakers. This video is the per- 
fect way to introduce a new local group to the pol- 
itics of meaning. Show it at a local meeting or get it 
shown on your local cable access station! 

Price: $20 plus $2 shipping and handling, free with 
contribution of $100 or more. To order, send pay- 
ment and a written request to The Foundation for 
Ethics and Meani 51 West 100th § 
York, NY 1002 

-, New 
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IN My ENp Is My BEGINNING 
(Continued from p. 11) 

Vacant, a victor; Rabin’s assassin Yigal Amir voting once 
with his gun and then first up in the prison line to vote 
with his ballot? And this dénouement: The future of 
millions in the Mideast shifted by a few thousand voters. 

ust before leaving I go to a typically chaotic Israeli 
grocery shop, where the owners and the shoppers 
and the errand boys are all beaming. We think 

they’re dead wrong, yet (what stage of grief is this?), it’s 
fascinating and important to see that they now feel ex 
actly the way many of us did watching the Handshake 
on the White House Lawn: Victorious. To know that 
we're now about to fac actly the emotions they’ve 
felt these last few years: horror, dread, our world com- 
ing apart, existential panic. 

I watch as if it’s a movie, (if this is denial, it’s also an 
imaginative opening), the odd way I can’t feel bad when 
I see so many on the streets feeling good. For the mo- 
ment I’m fixated on this turnabout: black turning 
white, white turning black and thinking that we’ve 
missed something, we elite, we privileged, we who 
always know better. We failed to see how in our arro- 
gance, we isolated ourselves, dismissed the other 
Israelis. And that’s when my mind opens to this insight, 
for what it’s worth: The way I felt diminished by Nao 
mi Chazan is nothing compared to the way the 
Sephardim (religious and secular), or the Russian and 
Ethiopian immigrants feel every day. Inferior. Invisible. 
The huge working class is least sympathetic to the 
Palestinians, since their days are more stressful than 
ours. The cab drivers, the postal workers, the grocery 
owners, the disenfranchised are voting not just against 
peace, but against ws, and their position in Israeli soci 
ety. I don’t begin to understand all the nuances, but I 
do begin to get it. It’s not only the ideological settlers— 
they did not swing this election. The Haredim and the 
Russians clinched it, and that’s something we didn’t an- 
ticipate; however democratically, we've elected a heavi- 
ly fundamentalist Knesset. 

Those of us with a social justice agenda for the Pales. 
tinians never quite focused enough on the other 
“others,” the Israelis lower down in class, education, 
possibility, all that we in the peace camp benefit from— 
we're the ones who infuriate those who work longer 
hours, who didn’t climb up the meritocracy, don’t hang 
out in access to the life of the mind, where we enjoy see- 
ing everything from ten or twenty angles. And Peres is 
our symbol, the quintessential Ashkenazic intellectual 

My forty-something cab driver doesn’t speak a word 
of English, but whistles all the way to the airport. He’s 
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the kind of guy who would usually have music blasting 
and drive like a maniac. It’s hard to convey the poignan- 
cy of his soft whistling, the way he’s driving as if in a 
sweet reverie in the dead of night toward my 2 a.m. 
flight. I feel all the layers that comprise his songs: self- 
esteem, his world set right, Bibi! When we pull up to 
Ben Gurion Airport he asks someone to translate: “Tell 
her that this is the happiest day in my life”. 

On line at the airport, I learn that the American 
black-hatted Haredim have bought out first class: 
They've taken all the seats even though they’re only four 
of them. They want no one else to enter that area. (The 
thought occurs: did they buy this election?) And behind 
me: two Sephardic guys hug repeatedly, saying: “We did 
it, we did it, we did it,” in a spirit of wild elation. It’s 
only we intellectual types who are, for once, mute. 

The business lounge is all Israeli: Voters who came 
from all over the States are scrutinizing one another, 
only what we’re communicating with our wide eyes is 
indecipherable, like the proverbial deer in the head- 
lights. There’s no small talk, no talk at all. Many of us 
got no sleep the night before; as I’ll learn once on the 
plane, some here were running news stations or radio 
channels. Since the final tally isn’t in, and since we did 
not anticipate this and cannot yet digest it, we just stare. 

Back in the States, I take a cab from JFK to La 
Guardia. It’s on this ride, on National Public Radio, 
that I hear Linda Gradstein give the final tally, as Shab- 
bat descends on Jerusalem: “Bibi Netanyahu has just 
won by 30,000 votes.” The next stage of grief begins; I 
find myself crying, as if I’ve just heard the news. 0 

SIMPLICITY 
(Continued from p. 25) 

experience a meaning famine. 
I am not arguing against a full-blown politics of mean- 

ing, but I believe that it will not resonate with tens of mil- 
lions of Americans. Yet, most, if not all, of the policy 
agenda of a politics of plain living is compatible, or even 
integral, to a politics of meaning. And this affirmation of 
a plain living agenda can be expected also to appeal to 
people with a wide range of social outlooks. What we 
need today is to open the question, “What is an economy 
for?” We need a broad consensus in support of a new 
way of looking at the relationship between the human 
good and the economic realm. A politics of simplicity not 
only offers us that vantage point, but it resonates with 
much of the best in the American experience. 0 



BULLETS, BOMBS, BALLOTS 
(Continued from p. 15) 

maximalist and uncompromising. The failure of the so- 
called soul-searching on the Right following Yitzhak 
Rabin’s assassination suggests that little or nothing has 
been learned in these quarters, except for the need to 
camouflage a fundamentally unpopular expansionist 
program with the magic words “peace” and “security.” 

All the Left can do now is to take up the role of a 
dignified opposition, and to say loud and clear what it 
hesitated to say while it held power: that there is no 
peace without cost, and that that cost includes handing 
over substantial amounts of territory and dismantling 
most of the settlements. It is the Right’s vision of peace, 
not the Left’s, that is characterized by wishful thinking 
and dangerous delusions, but the Left will not be able 
to make that point until it admits that it shares some of 

the blame for the fostering of these unrealistic notions, 
because it delayed telling the whole truth about the 
costs of peace and procrastinated instead of making the 
difficult but necessary decisions 

Netanyahu is likely to try to buy time while he re- 
vives the discredited dream of “Greater Israel.” But the 
thing cannot be done. There is no going backwards in 
history, and the attempt to do so will cause an explo- 
sion. The brief moment of opportunity for a resolution 
of the Israeli-Arab conflict will pass, and we will be left 
with another hundred years of war. 

There is a terrible historic irony in the fact that, when 
the Arabs were finally ready to come to terms with Is- 
rael, Israel was no longer ready to come to terms with 
them. But there is no comfort to be had in the fact that, 
to paraphrase Abba Eban, it is now Israel that never 
misses an opportunity to miss an opportunity. 0 

FICTION 
(Continued from p. 61) 

his arms. He set her down on the snow, covered her 
with blankets, put a flask of whiskey to her lips. 

Listen, my brave brother, Karl said to Max. Did you 
leap into the water to save them? 

The horse lay on its side, blood spilling from its 
mouth as if a long strip of red film were unfurling from 
its innards 

Mr. Lesko pried open the horse’s teeth and blood 
shot out onto his face as if pumped from a fire hose. 

The horse twitched, pawed the air with its hooves. 

Suddenly my mother stood up, as if she were neither 
wet nor cold nor frightened. She reached under her 
coat and took out her pistol. 

She went to the horse, put the muzzle of the pistol to 
its forehead, and fired, twice. 

Mr. Lesko and his son went down on their knees. 
They each made the sign of the cross. Above us, the dark 
clouds were lower than the hills, but less black and omi- 
nous—separating and spreading now, as if, like thin, 
soiled cloth, the sky itself were rotting. Mr. Lesko bent 
his head, pressed it against the horse’s neck, and wept. 

Cut! Karl said. Cut! We got it...! We got it...! 0 

We will be celebrating our tenth anniversary during the coming Jewish year, beginning in 
iit KKUN September 1996. One part of that celebration will be the initiation of annual TikkuN 

awards for works that have made major contributions to tikkun olam, the healing, repair, 
ry and transformation of our world. Contributions made in the past ten years will be con- 

Literary sidered for the first awards, and in subsequent years awards will be restricted to con- 
tributions in the previous two years. 

and The Tikkun awards will be given in the following categories: 
* Non-Fiction © Fiction * Poetry ¢ Theater ¢ Film Television 

* Music ¢ Politics ¢ Religious Life * Business * Theology 
Cultural * Ecology Journalism * Health Care * Social Theory 

If you wish to nominate someone, send a letter explaining why the person deserves this 
AWARDS . award, including a detailed explanation of the nature of the work and contribution made 

by your nominee and how specifically it contributes to healing, repair, or transformation. 

Send to: Tikkun Awards, 251 W. 100th St., New York, NY 10025 
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LETTERS 
(Continued from p. 4) 

its well-financed and successful effort 
to derail the Clinton plan. 

It’s no surprise that the A.M.A. pre- 
ferred to cut a deal with Congress 
rather than fight for the principle of 
universal coverage and appropriate 
public management of a market in 
which more than four in ten dollars is 
paid by taxpayers. The A.M.A.—then 
more powerful than now—prevented 
the passage of Medicare for almost 
twenty years, and yielded only after ex- 
tracting agreement that fees and the 
sacrosanct doctor-patient relationship 
would be exempt from public scruti 
ny, evaluation, and reform. 

Much more is needed than restor- 

CORRECTION 
The fourth sentence in the last para- 
graph of “The Balanced Budget 
Myth” by Frank Riessman (TiKKUN, 
May/June 1996) should have read: 
“The counter-strategy calls not only 
for accepting a higher inflation rate 
in service of greater growth and em- 
ployment; it also raises the addition 
al argument regarding the need for 
stimulation via unbalanced budgets.” 

People of 

ing that relationship. It’s worth noting 
what the teaching and practice of med- 
icine yielded in the half-century that 
followed Abraham Flexner reform of 
medical education and practice: 

A rigid orthodoxy that made allo- 
pathic medicine the single legitimate 
model of “scientific” medicine, exclud- 
ing or marginalizing all the alternatives; 

ercise by licensed physicians of 
an exclusive monopoly control of the 
healing role; 

Control by medicine of all the oc- 
cupations that are involved in diagno- 

s, treatment, and recovery of patients; 
*Obsession with the latest technol- 

ogy as the key to solving all medical 
problems, leading to; 

*Overbuilding, overbedding, and 
overstaffing of hospitals as the work- 
shops that physicians required, fully 
equipped and adequately manned; 

Specialization creating fragmenta- 
tion, the reduction of the human being 
to as many subsystems as there are spe- 
cialties. 

We should not mourn the passing 
of that model of care. Though its re- 
placement and control by the profit- 
seeking corporation must indeed be re- 
sisted, our efforts should focus not on 
restoring the patient-physician rela- 
tionship but on creating a system whose 

People of the Book 

THIRTY SCHOLARS REFLECT 

N THEIR JEWISH IC 

the Book 
Thirty Scholars Reflect on 
Their Jewish Identity 
Edited by Jeffrey Rubin-Dorsky & 
Shelley Fisher Fishkin 

“Ironic, enraged, broodin 

betes 

Jeffrey Ruben:1bork 

learned, anxious, and often excruciatingly 

funny, these meditations record an extraordinary array of responses to the 
perils and pleasures of contemporary Jewish life.” —Stephen Greenblatt, 
University of California, Berkeley 

“People of the Book is a brave exploration of the link between Jewishness 
and scholarship, Jewishness and feminism, Jewishness and the passion for 
the word. A fascinating collection.” —Erica Jong 
Hardcover $45.00 Paper $22.95 

Available at bookstores or from 

THE UNIVERSITY OF WISCONSIN PRESS 
114.N. Murray St., Madison, WI 53715-1199 (800)829-9559 fax (800)473-8310 
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central motivation is preserving and 
promoting the health of all the peo- 
ple—in their homes, communities, and 
workplaces. Physicians have a role in 
such a system, not as masters but as 
servants of the public good. 

Sumner M. Rosen 
New York, New York 

ISLAM AND MEN’S SOULS 

To the Editor: 
Michael Kimmel, in his recent arti- 

cle “The Struggle for Men’s Souls” 
(March/April 1996), used certain terms 
in a negative context that have religious 
meaning to Muslims. The Muslim com- 
munity consists of pious and God-fear- 
ing people and not, as you may want 
to believe, of victims of opportunists 
who are manipulating the masses’ lack 
of meaning. 

In Islam, “fatwa” is a religious rul- 
ing. Fatawa (the plural of fatwa) are is- 
sued by the »uftz, the community's top 
religious scholar. The use of the word 
fatwa to connote a death sentence is 
inaccurate and perpetuates the idea 
that Muslim scholars keep themselves 
busy terrorizing people. 

Similarly, Kimmel used the word j- 
had in a negative way. The meaning of 
the word is “struggle,” and not, as it is 
often translated, “holy war.” I can see 
how the latter translation would be pre- 
ferred by those who want to marginal- 
ize the sincerity of Muslim piety and 
dismiss the present movement among 
Muslims for true liberation in many 
countries as misdirected at best, and sa- 
tanic at worst. Every day, I put my head 
to the ground and ask God to make me 
one of His mujahideen. That is, I pray 
to God to give me the strength to strug- 
gle against all forms of evil in the world. 
This includes keeping myself from 
straying from God’s path, aiding the 
sick and poor, and fighting tyranny 
against everyone including Palestinians. 
In short, jihad should not be used as 
synonymous with war-mongering. 

These examples call attention to the 
broader problem of writing about Mus- 
lims in general. My appreciation for 
TIKKUN is great, yet the writing on Mus- 
lims is hardly ever fair or respectful. 
They are too often portrayed as villains 
and insensitive zealots. I ask that you 
extend your sensitivity and analytical 
insight to Muslims. 

Nemr Kanafani 
Columbia, Missouri 



Sikkum 
Short Reviews of Jewish Books 

The Origins of Nazi Genocide: From Eu- 
thanasia to the Fi Solution, by 
Henry Friedlander. University of North 
Carolina Press, 1995. 302 pp. $34.95 

The attention garnered by Daniel 
Goldhagen’s book, Hitler's Willing Ex: 
ecutioners, has eclipsed this important 
study by Henry Friedlander, one of the 
outstanding historians of the Holo- 
caust. Friedlander argues that Ger. 
many’s euthanasia program gradually 
but inexorably led to the mass murder 
of the Jews. First the sterilization pro: 
gram, then the killing of handicapped 
and otherwise unwanted German 
Aryan children and adults built the 
government’s machinery that subse. 
quently carried out the Holocaust. Not 
anti-Semitism alone, but the much larg 
er scope of Nazi racial ideology was re 
sponsible for the mentality that led to 
the murder of Jews, Gypsies, and the 
handicapped. In direct contrast to 
Goldhagen’s thesis of German exte: 
minationist anti-Semitism, Friedlander 
argues a very different controversial 

and bases it on careful analysis 
of massive archival evidence. This is a 
masterful work by a superb scholar. 

—Susannah Heschel 

l Calof’s Story: Jewish Home 
e Northern Plains, ed. by 

Sandy Rikoon. Translated from the 
Yiddish by Jacob Catlof and Molly 
Shaw. Indiana University Press, 1995. 
144 pp. $12.95 

How do you keep kosher, observe 
the Sabbath, or circumcise your son 
while homesteading on the plains of 
North Dakota at the turn of the centu- 

ry, with your closest neighbors miles 
away? This extraordinary memoir, dis- 
covered in an archive, is the autobiog- 
raphy of a Russian immigrant who ar- 
rived in New York City in 1894, where 
she met her fiancé for the first time. Af- 
ter a few days she moved with him to a 
tiny shack in North Dakota. For the next 
several decades, they struggled to sur- 
vive the desperate conditions of harsh 
weather, poverty, and near-starvation, 
and raise their nine children as Jews. 

—Susannah Heschel 

Found Treasures: Stories by Yiddish 
Women Writers, edited by Frieda For- 
man, Ethel Raicus, Sarah Silberstein 
Swartz, and Margie Wolfe. Second 
Story Press, 1994. 350 pp. $14.95. 

This wonderful collection of short 
stories by twenty writers encompasses 
a broad range of writing styles and 
themes. With a tendency toward the 
domestic, the stories offer fascinating 
pictures of private Jewish life. The set- 
tings range from Eastern Europe to 
New York immigrant life to concen- 
tration camp experiences. 

—Susannah Heschel 

The Romance Reader, by Pearl Abra- 
ham. G.P. Putnam’s, 1995. 296 pp. 
$21.95. 

The fate of teenaged Rachel in the 
world of the Satmar Hasidim is the sub- 
ject of this seductive novel. Angry and 
rebellious, Rachel sees only ugliness and 
oppression in her surroundings and at- 
tempts to subvert the rules enforced by 
her parents. Although absolutely en- 
grossing, the book is disappointing in 

the end because it fails to demonstrate 
the obvious attraction of the religious 
life for Rachel, or to explain her deci- 
sion to remain within the community 

—Susannah Heschel 

Women of the Word: Jewish Women 
and Jewish Writing, edited by Judith 
R. Baskin. Wayne State University 
Press, 1994. 382 pp. $39.95 cloth, 
$18.95 paper. 

Women of the Word: Jewish Women 
and Jewish Writing is a testimony to 
the strength of contemporary Jewish 
feminist scholarship. Ranging among 
Yiddish, Hebrew, American, and 
Latin American literatures, these es- 
says offer vivid and sophisticated in- 
troductions to the rich variety of Jew- 
ish women’s writing, including 
medieval Ashkenazic women’s daily 
meditations and memoirs; short sto- 
ries of the shtetl and autobiographical 
fiction of New York’s Lower East Side; 
polemical essays in American Jewish 
women’s literature from Emma 
Lazarus to Cynthia Ozick; testimonies 
of women survivors of the Shoah and 
vignettes of life in an Argentinean agri- 
cultural colony; early twentieth-centu- 
ry Israeli women’s poetry; and the re- 
cent emergence of the Israeli feminist 
novel. Not intended to be exhaustive, 
the collection has some gaps—perhaps 
the most prominent being Anglo-Jew- 
ish women’s literature—but Women 
of the Word is a worthy successor and 
companion to Baskin’s earlier collec- 
tion, Jewish Women in Historical Per- 
spective (Wayne State, 1991) 

—Michael Galchinsky 

Chicago, IL 

August 25-26 
place TBA 

(312) 695-2707 

Foundation for Ethics and Meaning: 
Upcoming Regional / Local Summits 

Lehigh Valley, PA 
October 19 

Gail Lynde 
(610) 807-1184 

Philadelphia, PA 
October 13 
Bruce Weinstein 
(215) 938-7019 

Gainesville, FL 
October 20-21 
Adam Byron Tritt 
(352) 373-0106 

adamus@dkeep.com 

Atlanta, GA 
Fall 1996 
Harvey Winokur 
(770) 641-8630 

hjwino@aol.com 

Austin, TX 
Caleb Buckley 

(512) 301-1206 

cbuck2@aol.com 
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EDITORIAL 
(Continued from p. 13) 

during the 1996 State of the Union speech that “the era 
of big government is over”). That may work to restore 
his popularity temporarily, but don’t be surprised if the 
presidential election is far closer than the current polls 
suggest, because allegiance bought through this ploy is 
very shallow. People who feel shamed at having allowed 
themselves to hope and then be disappointed may feel 
relief now that Clinton no longer claims that a caring 
community is possible. Yet, eventually, these same peo 
ple may sink into a deeper depression and despair that 
makes them more receptive to a Bob Dole-type politi 
cian, whose depressive unconscious may resonate with 
people’s Clinton-generated despair 

Moreover, buying re-election in this way might wind 
up hurting congressional Democrats who are more fully 
identified with the hopefulness that “we” can do some 
thing together. If there is no such “we,” exactly why 
should people support liberal Democrats when they can 
instead support conservative tax-cutters? In short, if 
people no longer believe that it is possible to create a 
society based on caring and hope, then they will move 
to the Right politically! 

Thus, the Democrats need a politics of meaning far 
more than they understand. True, some will be able to 
get re-elected on the basis of personal charm and a histo- 
ry of serving the narrow self-interest of constituents. But 
as a force that could possibly counter the rightward drift 
of their constituents, Democrats will be largely ineffec 
tive unless they can create a new hopefulness and open 
ness to the values of caring and ethical sensitivity. The 
politics of meaning offers them, and liberals (now called 
“moderates”) in the Republican Party, a way to do that 

The Greens and other third partyists hope to revive 
politics by vigorously restating the traditional econo 
mistic vision of social democratic liberalism. Millions of 
Americans agree with Ralph Nader's critique of corpo 
rate environmental abuse. But no matter how much they 
agree, few are likely to jump on the Nader bandwagon 
since dealing with these issues is “unrealistic” in an age of 
cynicism and selfishness. Nader, who declined our invi 
tation to the Summit on Ethics and Meaning, remains 
deeply enmeshed in a technocratic politics, totally 
unaware of how people’s response to his reforms is 
shaped by their relative level of cynicism or hopefulness. 
Until a progressive politics of meaning begins to combat 
societal cynicism, third-party ventures are unlikely to 

ince (except possibly, in this election 
to throw California’s electoral votes to Dole) 

The worst thing that might happen in the next few 
months is that Clinton himself might go back to a poli 

have much signif 
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tics of meaning during the campaign, suddenly reassert- 
ing the values that he championed during is last cam 
paign. Doing that could backfire if it reminded people 
of their feelings of betrayal by Clinton in the past 
months. Hence, the only politically smart way for the 
President to reassert those values would be to do so in 
the context of an “ethical impact report,” in which he 
frankly and fully acknowledges how he has let people 
down by failing to hold to his ideals, declares that he 
has recognized this failing in himself, and explains how 
he has resolved to avoid repeating that pattern of 
behavior should he be re-elected. This kind of honesty 
and self-scrutiny might make it possible for people to 
trust Clinton again, and would be a precedent that 
would do much to recredit the moral fabric of politics 
in America. 

My point in raising these issues is of to suggest a par- 
ticular direction for how to vote, but to prevent the 
superficial political analyses that will suffuse the media in 

the coming months from subverting our deeper under 
standing of the mess we are in and how we got here. Let 
us not be accepting of the pundits’ facile judgment that 
the American public is “fundamentally conservative.” 
The fact is that the current conservatism in both major 
parties is a product of the President’s hasty and ill-con- 
ceived abandonment of a politics of meaning. 0 

You don’t have to be somebody who 
demonstrated at the “68 Democratic 

National Convention... 

to attend the 

Reunion of Social Change 
Activists of the ’60s and ’70s 

at the 

Chicago Summit 
on Ethics and Meaning 

August 25-26, 1996 
Lutheran School of Theology 
1100 E. 55th St., Chicago, IL 

The Chicago Summit will take place on the days 
immediately preceding the 1996 Democratic 
National Convention, which will be held in 
Chicago August 26-29. Speakers at the reunion wi 

include Tom Hayden, Michael Lerner, and other 
veterans of the police riot against protesters at the 
“68 Democratic National Convention in Chicago. 
For more information, call the Chicago Summit 

Hotline at (312) 695-2707. 



Politics of Meaning 
Leadership Training 

August 27-30, 1996 * Marconi Conference Center, Marshall, California (near Point Reyes) 

We will be paying special attention to: 

Economics and meaning 
What is oppression? 

1 

2 

3 . The limits of technocratic understanding 
Misrecognition and the yearning for 

connection 

. The limits of liberal and Left ideas 
What is spirituality? 

Why movements failed in the past—and how 

to understand the 1996 elections 

What the politics of meaning translates into 
in law, medicine, and other key areas. The 

difference between liberal and meaning- 
oriented programs 

9. How to design a program that embodies a 

politics-of-meaning consciousness 

. Emotional resistances to meaning and 
techniques for getting people to work them 

through. Also, focus on how resistances get 
played out in “political correctness” 

and “identity politics” 

. Techniques and strategies for dealing with 
the psychological dynamics of powerlessness 

in meetings, in social movements, and in 
personal relations 

. How to build a local foundation chapter and the 

problems that chapters will face (the anti-leadership 
people, the fears that get played out in disruptive 
ways, the lack of trust) 

. Overcoming resistances to leadership and 
supervision 

10. How to build mass events that explicitly . Spiritual recentering 
address these issues 

Each session described above will combine presentation of material with small groups in which people will 

provide peer supervision as each person attempts to apply the material to some aspect of his or her own 

experience or current work. Meals will combine food, music, and spiritual teachings from the world’s spiritual 

heritage. All of this will take place in a beautiful country retreat one hour north of San Francisco. 

Cost: $400 (includes shared room, three delicious meals per day, and the training). Scholarship support up to 
$150 available. Write a letter describing how much you need and why. 

After the Training: Individuals will receive individual feedback on their strengths and weak spots in being a 
representative and/or teacher of the politics of meaning—and we will discuss the kind of role that you can play in 

this movement. Some people will be asked to lead local chapters, others to become involved nationally. 

To Apply: Admission is limited. Send a detailed, self-revealing letter about your reason for wanting to be in 
this training, your reactions to and/or reservations about The Politics of Meaning: Restoring Hope and Possibility 

in an Age of Cynicism, and the areas of the program that most attract you to the perspective and to the training. 

Let us know who you really are, what your passions are, and what you envision your relationship to the politics 

of meaning movement and the Foundation to be. 

Mail your application to: Laurie Davidson, 951 Cragmont Street, Berkeley, CA 94708 



transform the world. 
All the rest is commentary 

Tikkun (t2-kiin) ...to heal, repair and ' a” : 

In Bookstores Now 
“Michael Lerner is one of the major 
prophetic figures of our time. 

His powerful book speaks to our 
profound crisis of society and soul with 

deep and important new insights. Have 
the courage to read it.” 

THE —Cornel West, author of Race Matters 

“Michael Lerner’s is a sane, passionate, 

earth-bound voice strongly proclaiming 
a politics of heart and spirit. He 

OF 

—Thomas Moore, author of Care of the Soul 

challenges the cynicism, secularism, 

narcissism, and divisiveness of end-of- 
century American politics ... [and] 

avoids the remote rationalizations of 
usual political discourse ... instead [he] 
focuses on real people, their fears, 

ae = \\ needs, and hopes ... It’s time to 
transcend the politics of muscle and the 
narrow vision of self-serving 
pragmatism and listen to this new way 
of being civil—with heart and soul.” 

—Thomas Moore, author of 
The Re-enchantment of Everyday Life 

and Care of the Soul 

RESTORING HOPE AND POSSIBILITY | nica ot seging etn 
IN AN AGE OF CYNICISM ‘hope,’ and ‘meaning’ ie touchy-feelie 

group-therapy sessions, Michael Lerner 
shows us that these concepts should be 
the gut-level stuff of real politics—a 

Addison-Wesley Publishing Company ees as tally oetinaey 
workaday folks to join in building a 

$24.00 genuinely progressive America in our 
lifetime.” 

—Jim Hightower 




